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VOL. II. 


Let them cenſure, what care I? 
The herd of critics I defy. 


No, no, the fair, the gay, the young, 

Goverp the numbers of my ſong: 
All that they approve is ſweet, 
And all is ſenſe that they repeat. 
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NUPTIALS. 


A Maſque , 


On the Marriage of his Grace FAMES Duke of HAMIL» 
TON and BRANDON, & "| 


Cattiort playing upon a Violoncello, Tings, f 


Joy to the bridegroom, prince of Clyde, 
Lang may his bliſs and greatneſs bloſſom ; 
Joy to his virtuous charming bride, 

Who gains this day his Grace's boſom. 


Appear, great Genius of his line, 

And bear a part in the rejoicing ; 
Behold your ward, by pow'rs divine, 
Join'd with a mate of their ain chooſing. 

— — — ——— — — — 

+ An unknown ingenious friend did me the honour of the 
following introduction to the London edition of this Maſque: 
_ being a Poet, my vanity will be pardoned for inferting 
of it here. 3 5 

« The preſent Poem being a revival of a good old form of 
poetry in high repute with us, it may not be amiſs to ſay 
lomething of a diverſion once ſo agreeable, and ſo long in- 
terrupted, or diſuſed. The original of Maſques feems to be 
an imitation of the interludes of the ancients, preſented on 
occaſion of ſome ceremony performed in a great and noble 
family. The actors in this kind of half-dramatic poetry 
have formerly been even kings, princes, and the firſt perſonages 
of the kingdom ; and in private families, the nobleſt and 
neareſt branches. The machinery was of the greateſt mag- 


Forſake a while the Cyprian ſcene, 


Fair queen of ſmiles and ſaft embraces, 
And hither come, with a? your train | | 
Of beauties, loves, and ſports, and graces. / 


Come, Hymen, bliſs their nuptial vom 

And them with mutual joys inſpire. 
Deſcend, Minerva ; for *tis you 

With virtue beats the haly fire. 


As the cloſe of this ſang enters the Genius of the family, clad in 


à ſcarlet robe, with a Duke's coronet on his head, a ſhield on 
bis left arm, with the proper bearing of Hamilton. 5 


GENIUS. 


Fair miſtreſs of harmanious ſounds, we hear 
Thy invitation gratefu? to the ear 


nificence; very ſhewy, coſtly, and not uncommonly contrived 


by the ableſt architects, as well as the beſt poets. Thus we 
Tee in Ben Johnſon the name of Inigo Jones, and the ſame 
in Carew ; whether as the modeller only, or as a poet in 
conjuction with them, ſeems to be doubtful, there being no- 


thing of our Engliſh Vitruvius left (that I know of) that 
places him in the claſs of writers. Theſe ſhews we trace 
backwards as far as Henry VIII. from thence to Queen 


Elizabeth, and her ſucceſſor King James, who was both a great 
encourager and admirer of them. The laſt Maſque, and the 
beſt ever written, was that of Milton, preſented at Ludlow 
Caſtle, in the. praife of which no words can be too many : 


and I remember to have heard the late excellent Mr. 
Addiſon agree with me in that opinion. Coronations, princely 


nuptials, public feaſts, the entertainment of foreign quality, 
were the uſual occaſions of this performance, and the beſt 
poet of the age was courted to be the author. Mr. Ramlay 
has made a noble and ſucceſsful attempt to revive this kind 
of poeſy, on a late celebrated account. And though he 1s 
often to be admired in all his writings, yet, I think, never 
in his preſent compoſition.” A particular friend gave it a 


ſecond edition in England, which; I fancy, the public will 


agree that it deſerved.” D 


rad ez _a2z 


* 
— 


9 I © Re S wn 


POEMS. 


Of a' the gods, who from th* Olympian height 
Bow down their heads, and in thy notes delight; 
Jove keeps this day in his imperial dome, 

And I to lead th? invited gueſts am come. 


Enter Venus, attended by three Graces, with Min nerva and Hy. 


men, all in their Proper dreſſes. 
CALLIOPE. 


Welcome, ye bright divinities, that guard 
The brave and fair, and faithfu' love reward; 
All hail, immortal progeny of Jove, 

Who plaint, preſerve, and proſper ſacred love. 


GENIUS. 


Be ſtill auſpicious to th? united pair, 
And let their pureſt pleaſures be your care ; 
Your ſtores of genial bleſſings here employ, 
To crown th Illuſtrious Youth and Fair Ane's joy. 


VENUS. 


Pl wands eternal ſweets in ev ry air; 
He ſhall look always great, Suk ever fair; 
Kind rays ſhal! mix the ſparkles of his eye, 
Round her the loves in ſmiling crouds ſhall fly, 
And bear frae ilka glance, on downy wings, 
Into his raviſh'd heart the ſafteſt things : 
And ſoon as Hymen has perform'd his rites, 
Pll ſhower on them my hale Idalian ſweets; 
They ſhall poſſeſs, 
In each'careſs, 
Delights ſliall tire 
The muſe's fire, | 
In wen numbers to expreſs. 


HYMEN. 


I'll buſk their bow'r, and lay them gently down, 
Syne itka langing wiſh with raptures crown ; 
The gloomy nights {ball ne'er unwelcome prove, 
That leads them to the ſilent ſcenes of love. 


. — 


6 POE MS. 


Tue ſun at morn fhall dart his kindeſt rays, 
To ghear and animate each dear embrace: 
Fond of the Fair, he falds her in his arms; 
She bluſhes ſecret, conſcious of her charms. 
Rejoice, brave youth, 
In fic a fe 
Of jo 15 ys the gods for thee provide; 
he roſy dawn, 
The flow' ry lawn, 
That ſpring has dreſs'd in a' its pride, 
Claim no regard 
When they” re compar'd 


With blooming beauties of thy brides 


Faireſt of a' the goddeſſes, and thou 
That links the lovers to be ever true, 
The gods and mortals awn your mighty power, 
But *tis not you can make their ſweets ſecure ;- 
That be my taſk, to make a friendſhip riſe, 
Shall raiſe their Joves aboon the vulgar ſize. 
Thoſe near related to the brutal kind, 
Ken naithing of the wedlock of the mind " 
*Tis I can make a life a hinny moon, | 
And mould a love ſhall laſt like that aboon. + 
A? theſe ſma' ſprings, whence cauld reſerve and ſpleen | 
Take their firſt riſe, and favour'd flow mair keen, 
I ſhall diſcover in a proper view, 
| To keep their joys unmix'd, and ever new. 
Nor jealouſy, nor envious mouth, 
Shall dare to blaſt their love; 
But wiſdom, conſtancy, and truth, 
Shall every bleſs improve. 


GENIUS, , 


Thrice happy chief, ſo much the care 
Of a' the family of Jove, 
A thouſand bleſſings wait the fair 
Who is found worthy of bis love. 4 
Lang may the fair attractions of her mind 'F 
Make her ſtill lovelier, him for ever kind. — 
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„ MIN ER VA. 
| The anceſtors of mightieſt chief, and kings, 


Nae higher can derive than human ſprings; 
Yet frae the common ſoil each wond'rous root, 
Aloft to heav'n their ſpreading branches ſhoot: 
Bauld in my aid, theſe triumph'd over fate, 
Fam'd for unbounded thought, or ſtern debate, 
Born high upon an undertaking mind, | 
Superior raiſe, and left the croud behind, 


„%%% 

Frae theſe deſcending, laurell'd with renown, 
My charge thro? ages draws his lineage down. 
The paths of ſic forbeers lang may he trace, 

And ſhe be mother to as fam'd a race. 

When blue diſeaſes fill the drumly air, 

And red het bowts thro? flaughts of lightning rair, 
Or mad”ning factions ſhake the ſanguine ſword, 
With watchfu' eye I'll tent my darling lord 
And his lov'd mate -- thoꝰ furies ſhou'd break looſe, 
Awake or ſleeping, ſhall enjoy repoſe. 

IG I. GRACE. 

While gods keep haly-day, and mortals ſmile, 

Let nature with delights adorn the ifle : 

Be huſh, bauld North, Favonius only blaw, 

And ceaſe, bleak clouds, to ſhed or weet or ſnaw ; 

Shine bright thou radiant ruler of the year, 

And gar the ſpring with earlier pride appear. 
„ 

Thy mouth, great Queen of goddeſſes, make gay, 

Which gains new honours frae this marriage day. 


On Glotta's banks, ye healthfu' h inds, reſort, | 
And with the landart laſſes blythly ſport. 


HI. GRACE. 


Wear your beſt faces aud your Sunday's weeds, 
And rouſe the dance with your maiſt tunefu' recds ; 
Let tunefu? voices join the rural ſound, 
And wake reſponſive echo all around. 

You bo inn 


1 o 


I. GRACE. 


Sing your great maſter, Scotia's eldeſt ſon, 
And the lov'd angel that his heart has won : 


Come, liſters, let's frae art's hale ſtores collect 


Whatever can her native beauties deck, 

That in the day the may eclipſe the light, 

And ding the conſtellations of the — 
VENUS. 


Ceaſe, buſy maids, your artſu” buſkings raiſe. 


But ſmall addition to her genuine rays ; 
"Tho? ilka plain and ilka fea combine 


To make her with their richeft product ſhine, 
Her lip, her boſom, and her ſparkling een, 
Excel the ruby, pearl, and diamond ſheen : 
Theſe leſſer ornaments, illuſtrious bride, 
As bars to ſafter bleſſings, fling aſide ; 

Steal frae them ſweetly to your nuptial bed, 


As frae its body ſlides the fainted ſhale ; 3 
Frae loath'd reſtraint to liberty above, 
Where all is barmony, and all is love; | 
_ Haſte to theſe bleſſings—-kiſs the night away, 


And make it ten times pleaſanter tha day. 


HYMEN. 


The whiſper and careſs ſhall ſhorten hours, 
While kindly as the beams on dewy flowers, 
Thy ſun, like him who the freſh bev'rage lips, 


Shall feaſt upon the ſweetneſs of thy lips, 


My taly hand maun chaſtely now unlooſe 
That zone which a' thy virgin charms encloſe : 


That zone ſhou'd be leſs gratefu? to the fair 


Than eaſy bands of ſafter wedlock are; 
That lang uubnckled grows a hatefu' thing, 
The langer thele are bound, the mair of honour bring. 


MINERVA. 


Ya happy pair, whate'er the gods inſpire. 
Purſue, and gratify each juſt deſire: 
Enjoy your paſſions, with full tranſports mixt, 
But ſtill obſerve the bounds by virtue fixt. 


* 
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5 POEMS. 


Enter BACCHUS. 


What brings Minerva here this rantin night ! > 
She's good for naething but to preach or fight: 

Is this a time for either ?---ſwith aw 1 

Or learn like us to be a thought mair gay. 


MINERVA. 


Peace, Theban Roarer, while the milder pow rs 
Give entertainment, there's nae need of yours; 
The pure reflection of our calmer } joys 
* mair of heav'n than a' thy flaſhy noiſe. 


BACCHUS. | 


Ye canna want it, faith ! you that appear 
Anes at a bridal but in twenty year: 
A ferley tis your dortiſhip to ſee, 
But here was eber a wedding without me? 
Blue E'en, remember, I'm baith hap and ſaul 
To Venus there; but me, ſhe d ſtarve 0? caul. 


VENUS. 


We aun the truth---Minerva, ceaſe to check 
Our jolly brother with your diſreſpect; 
He's never abſent at the treats of Jove, 

And N be preſent at this feaſt of love. 


GEN Ius. 


Maiſt welcome pow 'r, that chears the vital ſtreams, oy 


When Pallus guards thee frae the wild extremes; 
Thy roſy viſage at theſe ſolemn rites, 
My * charge with open ſmiling n. 


BACCH US. * 


I'm nae great dab at ſpeeches that mann clink, 
But there's my paw I ſhall fou tightly drink 
A hearty health to thir ſame lovely N 
That are ſae meikle dauted by you a? 
Then with my juice a reeming dicker crown, 
I'll gre the toaſl, and ſee it fairly roun'. 
A 2 


r rar om. 


NT TR — OTE 


Enter GA NYMED, with a flagon in one hand, and a 750 
in the other---- Speaks. 


To you bly th beings the benign director 


Of gods and men---to keep your ſauls in tift--- 
Has ſent you here a preſent of his near, 
As good as e'er was brown aboon the lift. 


BACCHUS. 
Ha, Cany, come, my dainty boy, 
Skink't up, and let us prieve; 
Without it like wad be a toy: 
Here, gi'e me't in my nive. 
[ Takes the glaſs. 
Good health to Hamilton, and his 
Lov'd mate---O father Jove, we crave 
Thow lt grant them a lang tack of bliſs, 
And rowth of honny bairns and brave. 
Pour on them, frae thy endleſs ſtore, 
A benniſons that are divine, 
With as good will as I waught o'er 
This flowing glaſs of heav ly wine. 


[ Drinbi, und cauſes all the company to drink round. 
Come ſee't about, and ſyne let's all advance, 


Mortals and gods be pairs, and tak a dance; 
Minerva mim, for a? your mortals ſtoor: 


Ve ſhall with billy Bacchus fit the floor: 


Play up there, laſſie, ſome blyth Scottiſh tune, 
Syne a' be blyth, when wine and wit gae roun'. 


The health about, mufic and dancing begin- The dancing over 
before her Grace retires with the ladies to be n C 4 I- 
ee tlie 


5 EPITHALAMIUM. 
Bright is the low of lawfu' love, 
Which ſhining ſauls impart, 

It to perfection mounts above, 

And glows about the heart. 


POEMS. 11 
It is the flame gives laſting worth, _ 
. To greatneſs, beauty, wealth, and birth 
afs On you illuſtrious youthfu? par, 
| Who are high heaven's delight and care. 
The blifstu? beam darts warm and fair, 
And ſhall improve the reſt 
Of a' theſe gifts baith great and rare 
Of which ye are poſſeſt. 
Bacchus, bear off your dinſome gang, 
Hark, frae yon howms the rural * 
Invite you now away; 
While ilka hind, 
And maiden kind, 
Dance in a ring, 
While ſhepherds ling 
| In honour of the day ; 
Gae drink and dance 
Till morn advance, 
And ſet the twinkling fires, 
While we prepare 
To lead the fair 
And brave to their deſires. 
Gae, Loves and Graces, take your place 
Around the nuptial bed abide; 
Fair Venus heighten each embrace, 
And ſmoothly make their minutes ſlide: 
Gae, Hymen, put the couch in caſe, 
Minerva, thither lead the bride ; 
Neiſt, all attend his youthfu? Grace, 
And lay him ſweetly by her fide. 


over ODE on PR Mami iage 155 the R Right Re Gerge Lord 
11-1 — and Lady * Maule. 


HaiL to the brave apparent chief, | 
Boaſt of the Ramſays claniſh name, at - 
Whaſe anceſtors ſtood the relief . 
Of Scotland, "es known to fame. | | 
A 3 | 
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12 POEMS. 


Hail to the lovely ſhe, whoſe charms, 
Complete in graces, meets his love ; 

Adorn'd with all that greatneſs warms, 
And makes him grateful bow to Jove. 


Both from the Tins of patriots riſe 
Chiefs of Dalhouſie and Panmure, 

Whole loyal fames ſhall ſtains deſpiſe, 
While ocean flows and orbs endure, 


The Ramſays ! ! Caledonia's prop; 
The Manes ! ſtruck ſtill her foes with dread; 
Now join'd, we from the union hope 


A race of heroes ſhall ſucceed. 


Let meaner ſouls tranſgreſs the rules 


That's ſix'd by honour, love, and truth, 
While little views proclaim them fools, 


Dnworthy beauty, ſenſe, and youth ; 


Whilſt you, leſt pair, belov'd by all 


The powers above, and bleſt below, | 
Shall have delights attend your call, 
And laſti ig pleaſures on you flow. 


What fate has fix d, and love has done, 


The guardians of mankind approve : 
Well may they finiſh what's begun, 
And rom your joys all cares remove. 


We wilh'd---when ſtraight a ls voice 
Inſpir'd---we heard the blue-ey'd Maid 
Cry, © Who dare quarrel with the choice? 

The choice 1s mine, be mine their aide” | 


Be * their aid, O wiſeſt power, 
And ſoon again we hope to ſee 


Their plains return, ſplendid their tower, 


And bloſſom broad the“ Edgewell Tree. 


* See note, page 14 2. vol. 1ſt. 


Whilſt he with manly merits ſtor'd, 
Shall raiſe the glory of his clan; 
She for celeſtial ſweets ador'd, 
Shall ever charin the gracefu? man. 


Soon may their + Royal Bird extend 

His ſable plumes, and lordſhips claim, 
Which to his valiant fires pertain d, 
_ Fre earls in Albion were a name. 


Ye parents of the happy pair, _ 
With gen'rous {miles conſenting, own 
That they deſerve your kindeſt care: 
Thus with the gods their pleaſure crown. 


Haſte, ev'ry Grace, each love and ſmile, 
From fragrant Cyprus ſpread the wing; 
To deck their couch, exhauſt your iſtle 
Of all the beauties of the ſpring. 


On them attend with homage due, 
In him are Mars and Phcobus ſeen ; 
And in the noble nymph you'll view 
The ſage Minerva and your Queen. 


ODE. on 18 Bi irth of the My 7 R A of 
DUMLAN RI * | 


Herr me, ſome NY with ſic a muſe 
As Pope and Granvile aft employ, 
That I may flowing numbers chuſe, 


To hail the welcome princely al 


But, bred up far frae ſhining courts, | 
In moorland glens, where nought I — 

But now and then ſome landart laſs, 
What ſounds 88 can flow frac me? 


„ 2•2—„ — — 


+ The 3 Eagle fable, or a a field , in the arms 
of the Earl of Dalhouſic. 


Yet my blyth laſs, amang the lave, . ö 5 
With honeſt heart her homage pays; a 
Tho' no ſae nice the can behave, | I 


Yet always as [he thinks ſhe ſays. 


8 Ariſe, ye nymphs, on Nytha's plains, 
And gar the craigs and mountains ring; 

Rouſe up the ſauls of a' the ſwains, | | ; 
While 1 the lovely infant ſing. 


EKeep haly-day on ilka howm, 
With gowan garlands gird your brows; . 


Out ober the dales in dances roam, 


And ſhout around the jovial news. 


By the good benniſon of heaven, 
Io free you frae the future fright 
Of foreign lords a babe is given, 
To guard your intreſt and your right. 


With pleaſure view your prince, who late 
Dp to the ſtate of manhood run, 
Nov, to complete his happy fate, 
Sees his ain image in a ſon. 


A ſon, for whom be this your pray'r, 

IIk morning ſoon as dawn appears, 

God. grant him an unmeaſur'd ſkair | 
Of a' that 3 his great forbeers, N f 


Then his great fire may live to ſee, 
Frae his delightfu* infant ſpring, 
A wiſe and ſtalwart progeny, 
UM fence their country and their king. 


Still bleſs her Grace from whom he ſprung, 
ith blythſome heal her ſtrength renew, 
That thro? SR life ſhe may be young, 
And bring forth cautioners enow. 
Watch well, ye tenants of the air, 
Wha hover round our heads unſeen ; 
Let dear Dumlanrig be your care, 
Or whea he lifts or ſtecks his cen. 


POEMS. 


Ye wal Heroes, whaſe brave pains 
Defeated ay th? invading rout, 

Forſake a wee th' Elyſian plains, | 
VIEW, nile, and bleſs your lovely ſprout. 


Ye fair, wha've kend the joys of love, 
And glow with chearfu? heal and youth, 
Sic as of auld might nurſe a Jove, 
Or lay the breaſt t' Alcides' mouth; 


The beſt and bonnieſ of ye a, 
Take the ſweet babie in your arms: 
May he nought frae your boſom draw, 
But nectar to nurſe up his charms. 


Harmoniouſly the notes expreſs, 
| When ſinging you his dumps debar, 
| That diſcord never may impreſs 
{ his blooming mind a 19 85 


Sound a? the Poet in his ears, 
E'en while he's hanging at the breaſt: 
Thus moulded, when he comes to years, 
With an exalted guſt he'll feaſt 


On lays immortal, which forbid 


The death of Douglas? doughty name, 
Or in oblivion let lie hid 


The Hydes their beauty and their fame. 


Epifle to Mr. JOHN GAY, Author of the Shepherd's Week, | 
on hearing her grace the Ducheſs of QUEENSBERRY © 
3 ſome of his Poems. 18 18 


Dear Jad, wha linkan o'er the lee, 
Sang Blowzalind and Bowzybec, . 
And, like the lavrock, merril y 5 | 
Wak'd up the morn, . 
When thou didft tune, with heartſome glee, 
Thy bog-tced-horn, 


a6 P O E MS. 


To thee frac edge of Pentland. height, 
Where fawns and fairies take delight, 
And revel a? the live lang night 
Ober glens and braes, 
A EU that has the ſecond fight 
Thy. fortune . 


Now lend thy ls, ad tent me, Gay, 
Thy fate appears like flow'rs in May, 
Freſh, flouriſhing, and laſting ay 

| Firm as the aik, 
Which envious winds, when critics bray, 

Shall never ſhake, 


Come ſhaw your loof—Ay, there's the line 
Foretells thy verſe ſhall ever ſhine, 
Dawted whalſt living by the Nine, 
And a' the beſt, 
Ard be, when paſt the mortal line, 
Of fame poſleſt 
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Immortal Fiat and Acilfu? Joh in, 
The learned Leach frae Callidone, 
With mony a witty dame and don, 

O'er lang to name, 
Are of your roundels very fon', 
And ſound your fame. 


. N , 
— 


And * do I, i rooſe but few, 
Which nae ſma' favour is to you; 
For to my friends I ſtand right true, 
| With ſhanks a ſpar; 
And my good word (ne'er gi'en but due) 


Fang unco far. 


Here mettled men my muſe maintain, 
And ilka beauty is my friend : 
Which keeps me canty, briſk, and bein, 
; Ilk wheeling hour, 
And a ſworn fae to hatefu' ſpleen, 
And a? that”s four. 


But bide ye, boy, the main's to lay, 
Clarinda r as riſing day, 


R. 
. 
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POEMS. 
Divinely bonny, gr cat, and gays | 


Of thinking even, 
Wha: words, * looks, and ſmiles diſplay 
| Full views of heaven. 


To rummage nature for what's [OY 
Like lilies, roſes, gems, and ſnaw, - 
Compar'd with her's, their luſtre fa, 

And bauchly tell - 


Her beauties 3 > ſhe excels them a', 


And's like her ſell. 


As fair a form as e'er was blen, 
To have an angel for a gueſt; 
Happy the . who is poſſeſt 

Of ſic a prize, 


| Whoſe virtues place her with the beſt 


Beneath the ſkies. 


0 ſonſy Gay! this beavenly born, 
Whom ev'ry grace ftrives to adorn, 


Looks nct upon thy lays with fcorn 


hen bend thy knees, 


And bleſ: the day that ye was born 


Wich arts to pleaſe. 


She ſays thy ſonnet ſmoothly lings, | 


Sae e may craw and clap your wings, 


And male 2 at ether- capit firings. 
Wich carele“ pride, 
When ſac much wit and beauty brings 
Stre _ to your ſide. 


Lilt up your pipes, and riſe aboon 
Your Trivia and your Moorlaud tune, 


And ſing Clarinda late and ſoon, 
In touring ſtrains, 


Tit grateſu' gods cry out, Well done, 


And praiſe thy pon. 


Exalt thy voice, that all around 
May echo back __ lovely found. / 
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— — — — 


Frae Dover cliffs, with ſamphire crow n'd, 
To Thule's ſhore, 


— — 
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Where northward no more Britain's found, 
But ſeas that rore. 


Thus Ging---whilſt I frae Arthur's height, 
O'er Cheviot glowr with tired fight, 
And langing wiſh, like raving wight, 
| To be ſet down, 1 
Fra coach aud ax, baith trim and tight, 
In London town. 


ä— — —ñ ̃ — —— 2 — — uu 
* oy _ 
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But lang bn gove and dar my oy: | | 
Before, alake ! that ſight I ſee ; 
Then, beſt relief, I'Il ſtrive to be 
Quiet and content, - | 
And ſtreek my limbs down eaſylic 
| Upon the bent: 


Rr 


There ſing the gowans, 1 and trees, 
The cryſtal burn and weſtlin breeze, 5 
The bleeting flocks and biſy bees, 

| And blythſome ſwains, 
ha rant and dance, with kiltit dees, 
O' er molly plains. 


Farewell---but e e'er we part, let's pray, 
il; God have Clarinda night and day, 
mull And * nt her a' ſhe'd wiſh to ha'e 
. VW ithoutten end !--- 
Nae mair at preſent I've to ſay, 
| But am * friend. 


431 
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ODE fo the Right Honourable GRACE Counteſs f ABO YN, 


on her Marriage-day. 
"= In martial fields the hero toils, 
ill And wades thro? blood to purchaſe fame ; 
| | O'er dreadful waves, from diſtant foils, 


| The merchant k:ings his treaſures hame. 
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But fame and wealth no joys beſtow, 
If plac'd alane the cyphers ſtand ; 

Tis to the figure Love they owe - 
Ihe real joys that they command. 


Bleſt he who love and beauty gains, 

Gains what conteſting kings might claim, 
Might bring brave armies to the plains, 
And loudly ſwell the blaſt of fame. 


How happy then is young Aboyn ! 

Of how much heaven is he poſſeſt ! 
How much the care of pow'rs divine, 
Who lies i in lovely Lockhart's breaſts 


Gazing in raptures on thy charms, 

| Thy ſparkling beauty, ſhape, and yourh, 
He graſps all ſoftneſs in his arms, 

And ſips the nectar from ** mouth. 


If ſympathetic likeneſs crave 

Indulgent parents to be kind, 

| Each pow'r ſhall guard the charm they gave, 
Venus thy heh) Pallas thy mind. 


O muſe, we could but ſtay thy flight; 

The field is ſacred as tis ſweet: 
Who dares to paint the ardent night, . 
When raviſh'd youth and beauty meet ? 


Here we muſt draw a veil between, 
And ſhade theſe joys too dazzling cory 
Py ev'ry eye not to be ſeen, 

Not to be heard by ev'ry ear. 


Still in her ſmiles, ye Cupids, play ; 
Still in her eyes your revels keep: 
Her pleaſure be your care by day, 
And whiſper ſweetneſs in her ſleep. 


Be baniſh'd each ill-oatur'd care, | 
Baſe offspring of fantaſtic ſpleen ; 
Of acceſs here you muſt deſpair, 


Her breaſt for you is too ſerene. 
Vol. IL 
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May guardian angels hover round 
Thy head, and ward aff all annoy; 
Be all thy days with raptures crown'd, 
And all thy nights be bleſt with joy. 


3 
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Minerva wand'ring i in a myrtle grove, | P 
Accolted thus the ſmiling Queen of Love: | 
Revenge yourſelf, you've cauſe to be afraid, 

Your boaited pow'r yields to a Britiſh maid : 

She ſeems a goddeſs, all her graces ſhine; 

Love leads her beauty, which eclipſes thine. 

Each youth, I know (ſays Venus) thinks ſhe's me; B 

Immediately ſhe ſpeaks, they think ſhe's thee : T 
Good Pallas, thus you're foil'd as well as I, 

Ha, ha! (cries Cupid,) that's my Mally Sleigh. 


| On the Marriage ff ALEXANDER BRODIE of Brodie, Be 
Lord Lyon King of A1ms, and Mrs. MARY SLEIGH. 


Wur time was young, and innocence, _ 
With tender love govern'd this round, 
No mean deſign to give offence 
To conſtancy and truth was found; 
All free from fraud, upon the flow'ry ſward, 
Lovers careſt with fond and chaſte regard. 


From caſy labours of the day 
Each pair to leafy bowers retir'd ; 
Contentment kept them ever gay, 
While kind connubial ſweets confpir'd, 
With ſmiling quiet and balmy health thro? life, 
To make the happy ipod and the wife. 


Our modern wits in "iſto lets, 
With ſpirits weak, and wav'ring . 
Void of reſolve, poorly confeſs, 

They cannot reliſh aught that binds, 


die, 
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Let libertines of taſte ſae wondrous nice, 
Deſpiſe to be confin'd in paradiſe. 


While Brodie with his beauteous Sleigh, 
On pureſt love can ſafely feaſt, 
Quaff raptures from her ſparkling eye, 
And judge of heaven within her breaſt: 
No dubious cloud to gloom upon his joy; 
Poſſeſſing of what's good can never cloy. 


Her beauty might for ever warm, 
Altho' her ſoul were leſs divine, 

The brightneſs of her mind could charm, 

Did leſs her graceful beauties ſhine : 
But both united, with full force, inſpire 
The warmeſt wiſh, and the moſt laſting fire. 


In your accompliſh'd mate, young Thane, 
Without reſerve ye may rejoice ; 
The heavens your happineſs ſuſtain, 
And all that think, admire your choice, 
Around your treaſure circling arms entwine, 
Be all ty pleaſure her's, and her's be thine, 


Rejoice, dear Mary, 4 in thy youth, 
e firſt of his brave ancient clan, 
Whoſe ſoul delights in love and truth, 
And view'd in every light a man, 
To whom the fates with lib'ral hand have given 


Good ſenſe, true honour, and a temper even. 


When love and reaſon thus unite 
An equal pair in ſacred tics, 
They gain the human bliſs complete, 
And approbation from the ſkies: 
Since you approve, kind Heaven, upon them pour 


The belt of bleſſings to their lateſt hour. 


To you who rule above the ſun, 
To you who fly in fluid air, 
We leave to ſini ſi what's begun, 
Still to reward and watch the Pair. 
Thus far the muſe, who did an auſwer wait, 


And heard the gods name happineſs their fate. 


B 2 
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T JOAN BURCHE J, Egg: on his being choſen Member 


of Parliament. 
| 
My Burchet's name! well pleas'd, I ſaw ; 
Among the choſen leet, 
Wha are to give Britannia law, ] 
And keep her rights complete. 1 
| 4 
| O may the reſt wha Gill the houſe q 
* Be of a mind with thee, 
| And Britiſh liberty eſpoule ! , 
| We glorious days may ſee, / 
The name of Patriot 1s mair great 
Than heaps of ill-win gear; \ 
What boots an opulent eſtate, ] 
W ithout a conſcience clear? þ 
White ſneaking huts for caſh wad troke : 
Their country, God, and king, P 
With pleaſure we the villain mock, 8 
And hate the worthleſs thing. 8 
With a' your vich, the like of you, 
Superior to what's mean, | v 
Shou'd gar the trockling rogues look blue, 8 
| And cow them laigh and clean, | v 
Down with them—down with a“ that dare \ 5 
Oppoſe the nation's right; 80 
Sae may your fame, like a fair ſtar, 80 
1 bro” future times ſine bright. = K 
Sae may kind Heaven propitious prove, 2 
And grant what-cer ye crave; H 
And him a corner in your love, D 
Wha is your humble ſlave. H 
D 
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The GENERAL MISTAKE : A Satire. Inſcribed to 


the — Honourable Lord ERSKINE. 


Tae fniſh'd wind, in ell its movements bright, | 
Surveys the ſelf-made ſumph in proper light, 
| Allows for native weakneſs, but diſdains 
Him who the character with labour gains; 
Permit me then, my Lord, (ſince you ariſe 
With a clear ſaul aboon the common lize) 
To place the following ſketches in your view; 
The warld will like me, if Pm roos'd by you. 

1s there a fool, frae Senator to Swain ? 
Take ilk ane's verdict for himſelf.— there's nane. 
A thouſand other wants make thouſands fret, 
But nane for want of Wiſdom quarrels fate. 
Alas! how gen'ral proves the great miſtake, 
When others, thro? their neighbours failings rake ? 
Detraction then, by ſpite, is borne too far, 
And repreſents men warſe than what they are. 
Come then, Impartial Satire, fill the ſtage 
With fools of ilka ſtation, ſex, and ages 
Point out the folly, hide the perſon's name, 
Since obduration follows public ſhame : 
Silent conviction calmly can reform, 
While open ſcandal rages to a ſtorm. 

Proceed, but in the liſt, poor things forbear, 
Who only in the human farm appear, 
Scarce animated with that heav'nly fire 


Which makes the foul with boundleſs thoughts TY Y 


Such move our pity,---nature is to blame--. _ 

'Tis fools, in ſome things wiſe, that ſatire claim 

Such as Nugatpr, mark his ſolemn mien, 

Stay'd are his features, ſcarcely more his cen. 

| Which deep beneath his knotted eye-brows Gnk, 

And he appears as ane wad guels. to think: 

Even ſae he does, and can exactly ſhaw 

How mony beans make five, take three awa ! 

Deep read in Latin folios, four inch thick, 

He probs your crabit points into the quick ; 

Delights in dubious things to give advice, 

— your amen if you think him wiſe: 
B 
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And ſtifly ſtands by what he anes thought right, 
Altho' oppos'd with reaſon's cleareſt light, 

On him ilk argument is thrown away, 

Speak what you will, he tents not what you ſay: 
He hears himſell, and currently runs o'er 

All on the ſubject he has ſaid before: 

Till glad to eaſe his jaws and tired tongue, 
Th opponent reſts.---Nugator thinks him dung. 
Thou ſolemn trifler,---ken thou art deſpis'd, 

Thy {tiff pretence to wiſdom, naething priz d 
By fic as can their notions fauſe decline, 

When truth darts on them with convicting ſhine. 
How hateful's dull opinion! prop'd with words, 
That nought to any ane of ſenſe affords, 

But tireſome jargon,—-Learn to laugh, at leaſt, 
That part of what thou ſays may pals for jeſt. 
No turn your eye to ſmooth Chicander next, 


In whom good ſenſe ſeems with good humour mixt; 


But only feems : for envy, malice, guile, 
And ſic baſe vices, croud behind his ſmike : 
Nor can his thoughts beyond mean quirks extend, 
He thinks a trick na crime that gains his end ; 
A crime? no, tis his brag ; he names it WIr, 
And triumphs o'er a better man he's bit. 
Think ſhame, Chicander, of your creeping flights, 
True wiſdom in ſincerity delights. 5 
The ſumphiſh mob, of penetration ſhawl, _ 
May gape and ferly at your cunning ſaul, 
And make ye fancy that there is deſert 
In thus employing a? your ſneaking art; 
But do not think that men of clearer ſenſe 
Will &er admit of fic a vile pretence 
To that which dignifies the human mind, 
And acts in honour with the bright and blind. 
| Reverſe of this fauſe face, obſerve yon youth, 
A ſtrict plain- dealer, aft o'er-ſtretching truth; 
Severely ſowr, he's ready to reprove 5 
be leaſt wrang ſtep in thoſe who have his love; 
Vet what's of worth in them he over-rates ; 
But much they're to be pitied whom he hates: 
Here his miſtake, his weakeſt ſide appears, 
When he a character in pieces tears; 
He gives nae quarter, nor to great or ſina*, 


Even beauty guards in vain; he lays at a. 
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This humour, aften flowing o'er due bonnds, 
Too deeply mony a reputation wounds; 
For which he's bated by the ſuffering crowd, 
Who jointly *gree to rail at him aloud, 
| And as much ſhun his fight and bittter tongue, 
As they wad do a waſp that had them ſtung. 
Cenſorious, learn ſometimes at faults to wink, 
The wiſeſt ever ſpeak leſs than they think: 
Thoꝰ thus ſuperior judgment you may vaunt, 
Yet this proud wormwood {how o't, ſpeaks a want: bs 
| A want in which your folly will be ſeen, | 
Till you increaſe in wit, and have leſs ſpleen, 
Make way there---when a mortal god appears! 
Why do ye laugh? King Midas wore fic ears 
How wiſe he looks? Well, wad he never ſpeak, 
People wad think him neither dull nor weak s 
But ah! he fancies, cauſe he's chos'n a tool, 
That a furr'd gown can free him frae the fool ; 
Straight he with paughty mein, and lordly glooms, 
A vile affected air, not his, aſſumes ; | 
Stawks ſtifly by, when better men ſalute, 
Diſcovering leſs of ſenator than brute. 
Yet, is there e'er a wiſer man than he? 
Speer at himſell; and if he will be free, 
He'll tell you, Nane. Will judges tell a lie? 
But let him paſs, and with a ſmile obſerve 
Von tatter'd ſhadow, amaiſt like to ſtarve; 
And yet he ſtruts, proud of his vaſt engine, 
He is an author, writes exquilite fine : 
Sae fine, in faith! that every vulgar head 
Cannot conceive his meaning while they read. 
He hates the world for this: with bitter rage 
He damns the ſtupid dullneſs of the age, 
The printer is unpaid.---Bookſellers ſwear 
Ten copies will not ſell in ten lang year; 
And wad not that ſair fret a learned mind, 
| To ſee thoſe ſhou'd be patrons prove ſae blind, 
Not to approve of what coſt meikle pains, 
Neglect of bus'neſs, ſleep, and waſte of brains: 
And a' for nought, but to be vilely us'd, 
As pages are whilk buyers have refus'd. 
Ah! fellow-lab'rers for the preſs take head, 
And force nae fame that way, if ye wad outs 
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Mankind muſt be (we hac na other) judge, 
And if they are diſpleas'd why ſhould we grudge ? 
If happily you gain them to your fide, 
Then baldly mount your Pegaſus, and ride : 
Value yourſell only what they deſire; 
What does not take commit it to the fire. 
Next him a penman with a bluffer air, 
Stands 'tween his twa beſt friends that lull his care, 
Nam'd © Money in baith pouches”---with three lines 
'Yclept a bill, he digs the Indian mines 
Jobs, changes, lends, extorles, cheats, and grips, 
And no ae turn of gainfu' us'ry flips, 
Till he has won, by wiſe pretence and ſnell, 
As meikle as may drive his bairns to hell, 
His ain lang hame,--- This ſucker thinks nane wiſe 
But him that can to immenſe riches riſe : 
Lear, honour, virtue, and fic heavenly beams, 
To him appear but idle airy dreams, 
Not fit for men of buſineſs to mind, 
That are for great and golden ends deſign'd. 
Send for him, de'el !---till then, good men, take care 
To keep at diſtance frac his hook and ſnare ; 
Fe has nae rowth, if coin comes in the play, 
He'll draw, indorſe, and hora to death his prey. 
| Not thus Macſomno puſhes after praiſe, 
He treats, and is admir'd in all he ſays; 
_ Caſh well beſtow'd, which helps a man to paſs 
For wiſe in his ain thinking that's an aſs: 


Poor ſkybalds, curs'd with more of wealth than wit, 


Blyth of a gratis Gaudeamus, fit 

With look attentive, ready all about, 

To give the laugh when his dull joke comes out; 
Accuſtom'd with his converſation bright, 

They ken as by a watch the time of night, 
When he's at fic a point of lic a tale, 

Which to theſe paraſites grows never ſtale, 

Tho? often tald---Like Lethe's ſtream, his wine 
Makes them forget !---that he again may ſhine. 
« Fy: fatire, ha'd thy tongue, thou art too rude, 
To jeer a character that ſeems ſae good: 

| This man may beet the poet bare and clung, 
That rarely has a ſhilling ! in his ſpung.” 

Hang him !---there's patrons of good ſenſe cnew 
To cheriſh and ſupport the tuneful few, 
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Whoſe penetration's never at a loſs 
In right diſtinguiſhing of gold frae drofs : 
Employ me freely, if thou'd laurels wear, 
Experience may teach thee not to fear. 
But ſee anither gives mair cauſe for dread, 
He thraws his gab, and aft he ſhakes his head; 
A ſlave to ſelf- conceit, and a? that's ſowr, 
T' acknowledge merit, is not in his pow'r: 
He reads---but ne'er the author's beauties minds, 
And has nae pleaſure where nae faults he finds. 
Much hated gowk, tho? vers'd in kittle rules, 
To be a wirry-kow to writing fools. 
| They ſell the greateſt, only learn'd in words, 
Which naithing but the cauld and dry affords. 
Dar'ſt thou of a? thy betters ſlighting ſpeak, 
That have nae grat ſae meikle learning Greek:? 
Thy depths well kend, and a' thy filly vaunts, 
To ilka ſolid thinker ſhaw thy wants. 
Thus cowards deave us with a thouſand lies 
= Of dang*rous vict'ries they have won in pleas. 
Sac ſhallow upſtarts ſtrive with care to hide £ 
Their mean deſcent (which inly gnaws their pride), 
By counting kin, and making endleſs faird, 
If that their granny's uncle's oye's a laird. 
Scar-crows, hen-hearted, and ye meanly born, 
Appear juſt what you are, and dread nae ſcorn ; 
Labour in words---keep hale your ſkins : why not ? 
Do well, and nane your laigh extract will quote, 
But to your praiſe Walk aff, till we remark 
Yon littly coxy wight, that makes fic wark 
With tongue and gate : how crouſly does he ſtand ? 
His taes turn'd out, on his left haunch his hand ! 
The right beats time a hundred various ways, 
And points the pathos out in a? he ſays. 
Wow but he's proud ! when amaiſt out of breath, 
At ony time he clatters a man to death, 
Wha is oblig'd ſometimes t' attend the ſot, 
To fave the captiv'd buttons of his coat. 
Thou dinſome jack-daw, ken tis a diſeaſe 
This palſy in thy tongue, that ne'er can pleaſe : 
Of a* mankind, thou art the maiſt miſtane 
To think this way the name of Sage to gain. 
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Now, leſt I ſhou'd be thought too much like thee, 
Vl give my readers leave to breathe a wee; 
If they allow my picture's like the life, 
Mae ſhall be drawn; 8 58 are rife. 


The PHOENIX and tle On. 


PHOENIX the firſt, th? Arabian lord, 
And chief of all the feather'd kind, 
A hundred ages had ador'd 
The ſun, with ſanctity of mind. 


Yet, Wend ye maun yield to fate E 
He heard the ſummons with a ſmile, 
And unalarm'd, without regret, 
He form'd himſell a fun'ral * 


A Howlet bird of mean degree, 
Poor, doſen'd, lame, and doited auld, 
Lay lurking in a neighb'ring tree, 
Curſing the ſun loot him be cauld. 


Said Phoenix, Brother, who Go 
To ban the being gives thee pier, 
Learn to die better than thou'ſt liv'd ; 
Believe me, there's nac ill in death. 


Believe ye that? the Owl reply'd; 
Preach as ye will, death is an ill: 

When young 1 ilka pleaſure try d, 
But now I die * my will. 


For you, a ſpecies by yourſell, 
Lear eeldins with the fun your god, | 
| Nae ferly 'tis to hear ye tell, 
Nei tired; and incline to . 
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It ſhou'd be ſae; for had I been 
As lang upon the warld as ye, 

Nae tears ſhou'd e' er drap frae my , 
For tinſel of my hollow tree. 


And what, return'd th* Arabian ſage, 
Have ye t? obſerve ye have not ſeen? 

| Ae day's the picture of an age, | 

Th... ay the ſame thing o 'er Ree 


Come, let us | baith together die: 
Bow to the ſun that gave thee life: 

Repent thou frae his beams did flee, 
And end thy poortith, pain, and ſtrife. 


Thou wha in darkneſs took delight, 

Frae twangs of guilt could'ſt ne'er be free: 
What won thou by thy ſhunning light ?--- 

But time flees on —1 haſte to die. 


Yer ſervant, Sir, reply'd the Owl, 
I likena in the dark to lowp: _ 

The byword ca's that chiel a fool, 
That . a certainty for hope. 


Then fraight the zealous feather'd king 
To's aromatic neſt retir'd, 

Collected ſun-beams with his wing, 
And in a | ſpicy flame . . 


x, Mace there blew a weſtlin gale, 
Which to the Howlet bore a coal; 

The ſaint departed on his pile, 
But the . emer in his hole. 


He fied for ever---fair and bright _ 
The Phenix frae his aſhes ſprang. 

Thus wicked men ſink down to night, 
While juſt men join the glorious thrang. 
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| To the Hin. Sir HN CLERK of PENNYCUIK, Bar: 
one of the Barons of the Exchequer, on the Death of his moſt 
accomplyhed Son, JOHN CLERK, E. 3 Who died in the I An 


2008 year of his 1 | Hi 
| * Ir tears can ever be a duty found, . 
1 Tis when the death of dear relations wound ; | W 


Then you muſt weep, you have too juſt a ground. 


A fon whom all the good and vile admir d, W 
Shining with ev'ry grace to be defir'd ;. | co 
Rais'd high your joy ful hopes, and then retir'd. | | 


Nature muſt yield, when ſuch a weighty RE 
Rouzes the paſſions, and makes reaſon nod: Fern, W 
But who may contradict the will of God! 


By his great Author, man was ſent below, He 
Some things to learn, great pains to undergo, | An 
To fit him tor what further he's to know. 


| This end obtain'd, without regarding time, | | W 
He calls the ſoul home to its native clime, | Th 


To happineſs and know ledge more ſublime. 


Thus ſome in youth like eagles mount the ſteep, E 
Which leads to man, and fathom learning s deep; W 
Others thro? age with reptile motion creep. 


Like lazy ſtreams which fill the fenny ſtrand, Ba 

In muddy pools they long inactive ſtaud, | Th 
Till ſpent in vapour, or immers'd 1 in land. 
But down its flinty channel, without ſtain, n 
The mountain-rill flows eagerly to gain, 5 
With a full tide, its origin the main. — 


Thus your lov'd Youth, whoſe bright airing mind 
Could not to lazy minutes be confin d, 


Sail'd down the ſtream of life before the wind. 


yt. 
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Perform'd the taſk of man, ſo well, fo ſoon, 
He reach'd the ſea of bliſs before his noon, 


And to his memory laſting laurels won. 


When life's tempeſtuous hillows cow's to rore, 
And e' er his broken veſſel was no more, 
His ſoul ſerenely view'd the Br ſhore, 


Bravel y reign'd, obeying fate's command, 
He fix'd his eyes on the immortal land, 
Where crowding ſeraphs reach'd him out the hand, 


Southeſka, {miling cherub , firſt appear d, 
With Garlies? conſort +, who vaſt pleaſures ſhar'd, | 


Conducting him where virtue finds reward. 


Think in the world of ſp? rits, with how much j joy 
His tender mother would receive her boy, 
Where fate no more their union can * £ 


His 5 SN who la went to reſt, 
How fondly would he graſp him to his 1 


And venoms him to — of the bleſt : * 


From us, i true, his youthful 8 are gone, 


Wbich may plead for our weaknefs, when we moan; 


The loſs indeed 1 is ourhs he can have none. 


Thus ſailors with a crazy veſſel 8 


Expecting every minute to be loſt, 


With weeping eyes behold a ſunny coaſt, 


Where happy land-men ſafcly breathe the air, 
Baſk in the ſun, or to cool ſhades repair, | 
They longing ſigh, and wiſh themſelves were there. 


But who would after death to bl iſs lay claim, 
Muſt, like your Son, each vicious paſſion tame, 
Fly from the crowd, and at 9 aim. 


— 


" ——_— 
—— 


James Lord 1 See vol. uſt. p- 209. 


f 1 Garlies, vol. rſt, p. 211; both his _ ont. | 
. II. | Cc | 
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Then grieve no more, nor vex yourſelf in vain, 


To lateſt age the character maintain 1 
You now poſſeſs, you'l find your Son again. 9 


On receiving a Letter to be pre _ at the Burial of MV. A 
: l ALEXANDER of Blackhoufe. 


V 

Tnov fable border'd ſheet, be gone, T 
Harbour to thee I muſt refuſe ; 5 

Sure thou canſt welcome find from none, | It 


Who carries ſuch ungrateful news. 


Who 4 attend thy mournful tale, 
And ward his ſoul from piercing woe! 
In viewing thee, grief muſt prevail, 8 1 

And tears from guſhing eyes o'erflow, | 


From eyes of all that knew the man, 
And in his friendſhip had a ſhare; 155 1 

Who all the world's affections won, 
By virtues that all nat'ral were. 


His merits dazzle, while we view: 

His goodneſs is a theme fo full, | | It 

The Muſe wants ſtrength to pay what's due, | | 
While eſtimation prompts the will. Cl 
5 But ſhe endeavours to make known | 11 

To farreſt down poſterity, | 

That good Blackhouſe was ſuch an one | 8 
As every one ſhould wiſh to be. 
The FAIR ASSEMBLY: A Poem. . 
N : ws 
of 


| Aware, Thalia, and defend, 
With chearfu' caroling, 


7 


It adds a lu 
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Thy bonny care.-—thy wings extend, 
And bear me to your ſpring; 
That harmony full force may lend 
To reaſons that I bring: — 
Now Caledonian nymphs attend, 
For 'tis to you 1 ſing. 


As Jang as minds maun organs wear, 
Compos?'d of fleſh and blood, 


We ought to keep them hale and clear, 


* With exerciſe and food. 
Then, but debate, it will appear 
That dancing muſt be good, 

It ſtagnant humours ſets a ſteer, 
And fines the purple blood. 


Diſeaſes, heavineſs, and ſpleen, 
And ill things mony mac, 
That gar the lazy fret and grane, 
With viſage dull and blae. 


| 'Tis dancing can do mair alane, 


Than drugs frac far away, 
To ward aff theſe makes nightly pain, 
And ſours the — day. A 


Health is a prize yet meikle mair 
In dancin vg we may find ; 
e to the fair, 
And, when the fates unkind - 
Cloud with a blate and aukward air 
A genius right refin'd, 


I The ſprightly art belps to repair 


This blemiſh on the mind. 


125% 


2 The wiſe for health on exerciſe Jepend, | | 

God never made his works for man to mend. Dxvp. 

+ Since nothing appears to me to give children ſo much 
becoming confidence and behaviour, and fo raiſe them to the 
converſation of thoſe above their age as dancing, I think 
they ſhould be taught to dance as ſoon as they are capable 
of learning it: for though this conſiſts only in outward | 
gracefulneſs of motion, yet, I know not how, it | manly 


_ thoughts and carriage more than any thing. Loexx. 
Ca 
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Hew mony do we daily ſee | | T 
* Right ſcrimp of wit and ſenſe ; : i 
Wha gain their aims aft eaſily | | T 

By well-bred confidence? | | 
Then whate'er helps to qualifie | T 
A ruſtic negligence, on 
Maun without doubt a duty bes T 
And ſhou'd give nae offence. | 
Hell's doQrine's dung, when equal Favs | L 
Together join their hands, | | 
And vow to ſoothe ilk other 85 cares, | V 
In haly wedlock bands; 
Sae when to dance the maid prepares, T 
And fluſh'd with ſweetneſs ſtands, 
At her the wounded lover ſtares, | M 


And yields to Heaveu's commands. 


The firſt command + he ſoon obeys, Se 

While love inſpires ilk notion; | | 
_ His wiſhing look his heart diſplays, | L 
While his lov'd mate's in motion: 

He views her with a blyth amaze, In 
And drinks with deep devotion ._ 

That happy draught, that thro? our ys T 


Is own'd a cordial Pian. 


The cordial which conſerves our life 
And makes it ſmooth and eaſy ; 


Then, ilka wanter, wale a wife, D 
Ere eild and humdrums ſeize ye, 

Whaſe charms can ſilence dumps or fuse, T 
And frac the rake releaſe ye, 

Attend th* Aſſembly, where there's rife * 


Of virtuous maids to pleaſe ye. 


lt is certain, that for want of a competent ; Knowles 

in this art of dancing, which ſhould have been learned when 

young, the public lo 6 many a man of exquiſite intel lectuak 
and unbias'd probity, purely for want of that ſo neceſſary A. 

accompliſhment, aſſurance : while the preſſing knave or fool 
ſhoulders him out, and gets the prize. Mr. Weavrn WI 

+ Dixit eis Deus, fœtificate, augeſcite, et implete terram. 
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Theſe modeft maids inſpire the muſe, 
In flowing ſtrains to ſhaw 

Their beauties, which ſhe likes to rooſe, 
And let th* envious blaw W: 

That taſk ſhe canna well refuſe, 
Wha ſingle ſays them na---= 

To paint Belinda firſt we chuſe, 
With breaſts like driven ſnaw. 


Like lily-banks ſee how they riſe, 
With a fair glen between, 


| Where living ſtreams, blue as the ſkies, 


Are branching upward ſeen, 

To warm her mouth, where rapture les, 
And ſmiles, that baniſh ſpleen, 

Wha ſtrikes with love and ſaft ſurpriſe, | 


Where-e' er the turns her een. 


Sabella, gracefully complete, 
Straight as the mountain-pine, 


Like pearl and rubies ſet in jet, 


Her lovely features ſhine : 
In her the gay and ſolid mect, 
And blended are ſae fine, 5 
That when ſhe moves her lips or feet, 
She ſeems ſome power divine. 


O Daphne! ſweeter than the dawn, 
When rays glance on the height, 
Diffuſing gladneſs o'er the lawn, 
With ſtrakes of riſing light; 
The dewy flowers, when newly blawny 
Come ſhort of that delight, 
Which thy far freſher beauties can 
Afford our Joyfu' ſight. 


| How caſy ſits ſweet Celia's dreſs, 


Her gait how gently free; 


Her ſteps, throughout the dance, expreſs. 
The juſteſt harmony : 


And when ſhe ſings, all muſt confeſs, 
Wha're bleſt to hear and ſee, 
They'd deem'd their greateſt happineſs | 
T? enjoy her company. 5 
3 
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And wha can ca? his heart his ain, 
That hears Amynta ſpeak ? 
| Againſt Love's arrows ſhields are vain, 
When he aims frae her cheek ; 
Her cheek, where roſes free from ſtain, 
In glows of youdith beek : 
Unmingl'd ſweets her lips retain ; 
1 hele lips ſhe ne'er ſhou'd ſteek, 


Unleſs when fervent kiſſes cloſe 
That av'nue of her mind, | 

Thro' which true wit 1 torrents flows, 

As ſpeaks the nymph deſign'd 

The brag and toaſt of wits and beaux, 
And wonder of mankind : 

Whaſe breaſt will prove a bleſt repoſe, 
To him with whom ſhe'll bind. 


See with what gaiety, yet grave, 
Serina ſwims alang, 
She moves a goddeſs *mang the lave, 

Diſtinguiſh'd in the thrangs = 

Ye ſourocks, hafflins fool ha'f knave, 

Wha hate a dance or ſang, 
To ſee this ſtately maid behave, 

*Twad gre your hearts a twang. 


Your hearts?! ! ſaid I, trowth I'm to blame ; 
I had amaiſt forgotten, 
That ye to nae fic organ claim, 
Or if ye do, *tis rotten: _ 
A ſaul with fic a thowleſs flame, 
Is ſure a filly fot ane; 
Ye ſcandaliſe the human frame, 
When i in our TOP — 


Theſe 3 came ;uft 1 in my hight 
As I was tenting Chloe, 
With jet-black een that ſparkle bright, 
She's all o'er form'd for joy ; 
With neck and waiſt, and limbs as tight 
As her's wha drew the boy 
Frae feeding flocks upon the height, 
And fled with him to Troy. - 


WP RT A. + 


POEMS. 


Now Myra dances ; mark her mein, 855 


Sae diſengag d and gay, 

Mix'd with that innocence that? 8 oa 
In bonny ew-bught May, 

Wha wins the garland on the green 
Upon ſome bridal day ; 

| Yet ſhe has graces for a queen 

And might a ſcepter ſway. 


| What lays, Caliſta, can commend, 
The beauties of thy face ! 

Whaſe fancy can fac touring ſtend 
Thy merits a? to trace! 


Frac boon the ſtarns, ſome bard, Jeſcend, 


And ſing her every grace, 


 Whaſe wondrous worth may recommend 


Her to a god's embrace, 


A ſeraph 7 our Aikman paint, 
Or draw a lively wit? 

| The features of a happy faint, 
Say, art thou fond to hit? 

Or a Madona compliment, 
With lineaments maiſt fit? 


Fair copies thou need's never want, 


Mela the heavieſt heart can heeze, 
And ſoureſt thoughts expell, 
Her ſtation grants her rowth and eaſe, 

Yet is the ſprightly Belle 
As active as the eident bees, 
Wha rear the waxen cell ; 


And place her in what light your pleaſe, 3 


„ She ſtill appears herſell. 


Beauties on beauties come in view 

Sae thick, that I'm afraid 

I ſhall not pay to ilk their due, 
Till Phoebus lend mair aid: 

But this in gen'ral will ha'd true, 
And may be ſafely ſaid, : 

There's ay a ſomethin — new 

In ilk delicious 
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Sie as aga inſt th? Aſſembly ſpeak, 
The Side ſauls by. 

When Matrons noble, wae, and mock, 
Conduct the healthfu? play, 

Where they appear, nae vice dare keek, 
But to what's good gives way, 


Like night, ſoon as the morning creek 
_ Has uſher'd in the day. 


Dear Ed'nburgh, ſhaw thy gratitude, 
And of fic friends make ſure, 
Wha ſtrive to make our minds leſs rude, 
And help our wants to cure: 
Acting a gen'reus part and good, 
In bounty to the poor. 


Sic virtues, if right underſtood, 
Shou'd ev'ry heart allure, 


On the Royal Company of ARCHE RS ſhooting for the Bowl, 
Fuly Gth, 1724. On which Day his Grace FAME $ 
DUKE of HAMILTON was cles their Captain Gene- 


ral; and Mr. DA VD DRUMMOND, "np Preſes, 


oon the Prize. 


Aci the year returns che day 
That's dedicat to joy and play, 

Io bonnets, Bows, and Wine. 
Let all who wear a ſullen face, 

This day meet with a due diſgrace, 

| And in their ſourneſs pine ; 
Be ſhunn'd as ſerpents, that wad 1. 
| The hand that gies them food: 
Sic we debar frae laſting ſang, 
And all their grumbling brood. 


While to gain ſport and halſome air, 
The W ſpirit a dull care, 


Sic manly ſport refreſh'd the ſoul 


Ere parties thrawn, and int” reſt vile, 


And fauſe the honeſt hearts beguil'd, 


| Of politics------With cunning craft, 


POEM S. . * 
And ſtarts frae bus'neſs free : 


| Now to the fields the Archers bend, 


With friendly minds che day to ſpend 
In manly game and glee ; 3 

Firſt ſtriving wha ſhall win the bowl, 

And then gart flow with wine: 


Of ſtalwart men lang ſyne. 


Debauch'd the grandeur of our iſle, 
And made ev'n brethren faes: 
Syne truth frae friendſhip was exil' d, 


And led them in a maze 


The Iſſachars of ſtate, | 
Frac haly drums firſt dang ns daft, 
Then drown'd us in debate. | 


bus this coplealing thought, dear muſe ; 
Come, view the men thou likes to rooſe; 
To Bruntsfield-green let's hy, 
And ſee the royal Bowmen ſtrive, 
Wha far the feather'd arrows drive, 
All ſouching through the ſky : 
Ik etling with his utmoſt ſkill, _ 
Mich artfu' draught and lark, 
Extending nerves with hearty will, 
In hopes to hit the mark. 


See Hamilton, wha moves with grace, 
Chief of the Caledonian race 
Of peers, to whom is due 
All honours, and 4 fair renown ; 
Wha lays aſide his ducal crown, 
Sometimes to ſhade his brow . 


Beneath St. Andrew's bonnet blue, 


And joins-to gain the prize; . 
Which ſhaws true merit match'd by few, 
Great, affable, and wiſe, | 


40 P O E MS. 


This day, with univerſal voice, 
The archers him their chieftain choſe: 
Conſenting powers divine, 
They bleſs the day with general joy, 
Buy giving him a princely boy, | 
To beautify his line, 
Whaſe birth-day in immortal ſang 
Shall ſtand in fair record, | 
While bended ſtrings the Archers twang, 
And beauty is ador e. 


Next Drummond view, who gives their law, 
It glads our hearts to ſee him draw 
Ih be bow, and guide the band; 
He, like the ſaul of all the lave, 
Does with ſic honour ſtill behave, 
| As merits to command. 
Blyth be his hours, hale be his heart, 
And lang may he preſide ; 
Lang the juſt fame of his deſert 
Shall unborn Archers read: 


How on this fair propitious day, 

With conqueſt leal he bore away 
The bowl victoriouſly; 
With following ſhafts, in number four, 
Succeſs the like ne'er kend before, | 

I.,łL he prize to dignity: 

Haſte to the garden then bedeen, 

The roſe and laurel pow, 

And plet a wreath of white and green, 

To buſk the victor's brow. : 


The victor crown, who with his bow, 
In ſpring of youth and am'rous glow, 
Juſt fifty years ſinſyne, 

The ſilver arrow made his prize, 

Yet ceaſes not in fame to rife, 
And with new feats to ſhine. 
May every Archer ſtrive to fill 

His bonnet, and obſerve | 

The pattern he has ſet with {kill, 

And praiſe like him deſerve: 


On the Royal Company of ARCHERS, marching under the 
command of his Grace the Duke of HAMILTON, in their 
proper Habits, to floor for the ARR aſh at * 215 
Abu 4th, 1 1794 


6 Apolle, patron of the lyre, 
And of the valiant Archers bow, 
Me with fic ſentiments inſpire, 
As may appear from thee to flow, 
When by thy ſpecial will, and high command, 
1 ſing the merits of the 299 Band.” _ 


Now like themſells again the Archers mie . 
The Bow, in brave array, and claim our lays. 
Phœbus, well-pleas'd, ſhines from the blue ſerene, 
Glents on the ſtream, and gilds the checquer'd green : 
The winds lie huſh in their remoteſt caves, 
And forth with gentle ſwell his margin leaves; 

See to his ſhore the gathering thouſands roll, 
As if one gen'ral fp'rit inform'd the whole: 
The bonnieſt fair of a' Great Britain's iſle, 
From chariots and the crowded caſements, ſmile : 
& Whilſt horſe and foot promiſcuous form a lane, 
Extending far along the deſtin'd plain, 
Where, like Bellona's troops, or guards of Jove, 
The Archers in their proper habits move. 

Their guardian faint, from yon etherial height, 
Diſplays th' auſpicious croſs of blazing light: 
While on his care he chearfully looks down, 
The pointed Thiſtle wears his ruby crown, 

And ſeems to threat, arm'd ready to engage, 
No man unpuniſhed ſhall provoke my rage: 

Well pleas'd the rampant Lion ſmooths his mane, 
And gambols gay upon his golden plain. 

Like as the ſun, when wint'ry clouds are paſt, 
And fragrant gales ſucceed the ſtormy blaſt, 

Shines on the earth, the fields look freſh and gay, 
So ſeem the Archers on this joy ful day; 
Whilſt with his graceful mien, and aſpect kind, 
Their Leader raiſes every follower's mind, 


——ũ——— —— — 
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Who love the conduct of a youth whoſe birth 
To nothing yields but his ſuperior worth ; 
And happier is with his ſelected train 


Than Philip's ſon, who ſtrove a world to ain: 


That Prince whole nations to deſtruction drove, 
This Prixce delights his country to improve, 


A monarch rais'd upon a throne may nod, 


And paſs among the vulgar for a god ; 
While men of penetration juſtly blame 
Thoſe who hang on their anceſtors for fame; 


But own the dignity of high deſcent, 
When the ſucceſſor 


\ s ſpirit keeps the bent, 
Which through revolving ages grac'd the line, 
With all thoſe qualities that brighteſt ſhine : 

The Archers chieftain thus with active mind, 

In all that's worthy never falls behind 
Theſe noble characters, from whom he ſprung, 
In hiſt'ry fam'd, whom ancient bards have ſung. 
See, from his ſteady hand and aiming eye, 

How ſtraight in equal lengths the arrows fly : 


Both at one end, cloſe by the mark they ſtand, 


Which points him worthy of his brave command ; 
That as they to his num*rous merits bow, 
This victory makes homage fully due. 


Sage Drummond, next the chief, with counſel grave, 


Becomes his poſt, inſtruQting all that's brave: 


So Pallas ſeem'd, who Mentor's form put on, 


To make a hero of Ulyſſes? ſon. 

Each officer his character maintains, | 
While love and honour gratify their pains : 
No view inferior brings them to the held, 


To whom great chiefs of clans with pleaſure yield, 


No hidden murmur ſwells the Archer's heart, 
While each with gladneſs acts his proper part: 


No factious itrife, nor plots, the bane of ſtates, 


Give birth to jealouſies or dire debates ; 
Nor leſs their pleaſure who obedience pay, 
Good order to preſerve, as thoſe who ſway. 


O ſmiling muſe ! full well thou knows the fair 


Admire the courteous, and with pleaſure ſhare 
Their love with him that's generous and brave, 


And can with manly dignity behave ; 
Then haſte to warn thy tender care with ſpeed, 


Leſt by ſome random ſhaft their hearts may bleed, 


ud 2 
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Yon dangerous youths both Mars and Venus arm, 
WH While with their double darts they threat and charm, | 
© Thoſe at their ſide forbid invading foes, 
With vain attempt true courage to 
While ſhafts mair ſubtile, darted from their eye, 
Throꝰ ſofter hearts with one: — fly. 


To the Right Hon. the Earl of HA R ORD, Led Percy, 
| and the reft of the Honourable Members of the mY f 
B ritifh Antiquari tans. A Scots ODE, 


To Hartford, al his learned friends, 
Whaſe fame for ſcience far extends, | 82 
A Scottiſh muſe her duty ſends, 
: | From Pictiſh towers: | 
Health, length of days, and happy ende 
| Be ever yours. 


Your generous cares make light ariſc 
From things obſcure to vulgar eyes, 
Finding where hidden knowledge lies, 

T” improve the mind; 
And moſt delightfully ſurpriſe, 
With thoughts refin'd- 


% 


When you the broke inſcription read, 
Or amongſt antique ruins tread, 
And view remains of princes dead, 
In funeral piles, 
Your penetration ſeems decreed 
To bleſs theſe ulles, 


Where Romans form?d their camps of ou, , 
The gods and urns of curious mould, 
Their medals ſtruck of braſs or gold, 
| Tis you can ſhow, | . 
And truth of what's in ſtory told, 
| To you we owe. 
Vol. II. | 
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How beneficial in the care, 
That brightens up the claſſic lear ! 
When you the documents compare, 

With authors old, 
You raviſh, when we can fo fair 
Your light behold, 


Without your comments, each old book 
By all the world would be forſook : 
For who of thought wou'd deign to look 
On doubtful works, | 
Till by your ſkilful hands they're ſtruck | 
With ſterling marks? 


Buy this your learning men are fir d 
With love of glory, and inſpir d 
Like ancient heroes, who ne er tir d 
To win a name; 
And, by their god-like acts, aſpir d 
17 immortal fame. 


Your bl labours ſhall endure, 
True merit ſhall you fame ſecure, 
And will poſterity allure, 
> To ſearch about 
For truth, by demonſtration ſure, 
Wbich leaves no doubt. 


The muſe foreſces brave Hartford's name 
Shall to all writers be a theme, 
To laſt while arts and greatneſs claim 
Th' hiſtorian's ſkill, 
Or the chief inſtrument of ſame, 
The poct's quill. 


Pembroke's a name to Britain dear 
For learning and brave deeds of weir ; 
The genius ſtill continues clear 
In him whoſe art, 
In your rare fellowſhip, can bear 
So great a part. 
Bards yet unborn ſhall tune their lays, 
And monuments harmonious raiſe = 


To Winchelſea and Devon? s praiſe, Ps 
Whoſe high deſert, 


And virtues bright, like genial rays, 
Can life impart. 


Nor want we « Caladdaiice ſage, 
Who read the painted vellum page, 
No ſtrangers to each antique ſtage, 

And Druids cells, 
And ſacred. ruins of each age, 
On Rome and fells. 


Amongſt all thoſe of the firſt rate, 
| Our learn'd * Clerk, bleſt with the fate 


Of thinking right, can beſt relate 


"Theſe beauties all, | 
Which bear the marks of ancient date, 
he north the wall ; 


The wall which Hadrian firſt linda, 
And bold Severus carried on, | 8 
From riſing to the ſetting ſun, 

| On Britain's coaſt, 

Our anceſtors fierce arms to ſhun, 1 


Which galld — moſt. 


But now no need of walls or towers, 
Ag'd enmity no more endures, | 
Brave Britain joins her warlike powers, 

3 t always dare | 
To open and to ſhut the doors 
ou pens: and war. 


Advanee; great men, your wiſe deſign, 
And proſper in the taſk divine; 
Draw from antiquity's deep mine 
The precious ore, 
And | in the Britiſh annals ſhine 


Tx ill time's no more. 


* nt Jobs Clerk of Praia, Bart. 
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On the Marquis of ANNANDALE s comveying me @ Pn 
ent of Guineas in my Snufſ-mill, mu he had taken all th 
cuff. 


Tae Chief requir'd my fiſhing-mill, 
And well it was beſtow'd ; 

The patron, by the rareſt &ill, 
Turn'd all the ſnuff to gowd. 


Gowd ſtampt with royal Anna's face, 

Piece after piece came forth ; 

The piQures pr il'd, gi'en with ſuch grace 
By ane of lo much worth, 


Sure thus the patroniſing Roman | 
Made Horace ſpread the wing; 
Thus Dorſet, by kind deeds uncommon. 

Rais'd Prior up to ſing. 


That there are patrons yet for me, 
Here's a convincing proof, 
Since Annandale gives gowd as free 
en part with — . 


Advice to M.. 1 on 4 Marriage. | 


ALL Joy to you and your Amelie, 
May ne'er your purſe nor vigour fail ye; 
But have a care how you employ _ 
Them baith ; and tutor well your joy. 
Frae me an auld dab tak advice, 

And hane them baith if ye be wiſe; 

For warld's waſters, like poor cripples, 
Look blunt with poverty and ripples ; 
There's an auld ſaw to ilk ane notum, 
Better to. ſave at braird than bottom ; 
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Which means, your purſe and perſon uſe 
As canny poets do their muſe; _ 
For whip and ſpurring never prove 
EffeQual, or in verſe or love. 

Sae far, my friend, in merry ſtrain, 
I've given a douſe advice and plain, 
And honeſtly diſcharg'd my conſcience 
In lines. (tho? hamely) far frae nonſenſe, 
Some other chiel may daftly ſing, 
That kens but little of the thing, 

And blaw ye up with windy fancies _ 
That he has thigit frae romances, 


of endleſs raptures, conſtant glee, 


That never was, nor ne'er will be. 

Alake ! poor mortals are not gods, 

And therefore often fall at odds ; 

But little quarrels now and than, 4 
Are nae great fau'ts *tween wife and man; 
Theſe help right aften to improve 
His underſtanding, and her love. 
Your rib and you, *bout hours of drinking, 
May chance to differ in your thinking; 
But that's juſt like a ſhower in May, 
That gars the ſun-blink ſeem mair gay. 

If &er ſhe tak the pet, or fret, 

Be calm, and yet maintain your ſtate ; 

And ſmiling, ca? her little foolie, 

Syne with a kiſs evite a toolie. 

This method's ever thought the braver, 
Than either cuffs, or cliſh ma-claver : 


It ſhaws a ſpirit low and common, 


That with ill nature treats a woman: 
They're of a mak ſae nice and fair, 
They muſt be manag'd with ſome care ; 
ReſpeCt them, they'Il be kind and civil, 


But diſregarded, prove the devil. 


To Mrs. M. M. on her Painting. 


To paint his Venus, auld Apelles, 


WaPd a the bonny maids of Greece: 

Thou needs nae mair, but paint thyſell, laſs, 
To ding the Painter and his Piece, 

LE . 


- 
— — . ·—— , — — 0 
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The LURE: A Tak. 


Tus ſun juſt o'er the hills was peeping, 
The hinds ariſing, gentry ſleeping, | 
'The dogs were barking, cocks were crawing, 


Night-driokiog ſots counting their lawin ; 


Clean were the roads, and clear the day, 
Whep forth a falconer took his way, 
Nane with him but his ſhe knight-errant, 
That acts in air the bloody tyrant ; 


While with quick wing, fieree beck and claws, 
She breaks divine and human laws: 


Ne'er pleas'd, but with the hearts and livers 


Of peatricks, teals, moor-powts, and plivers ; 


Yet is ſhe much eſteem'd and dandl'd, 


Clean lodg'd, well fed, and ſaftly handl'd. 


Reaſon for this need be nae wonder, 


Her paraſites ſhare in the plunder, 
Thus ſneaking rooks about a court, 


That make oppreſſion but their ſport, 


Will praiſe a paughty bloody king, 
| _ hire mean hackney poets to ſing 


is gl ories ; while the deel be licket 


: He eber attempt d but what he ſticket. 


So, Sir, as I was gawn to ſay, 
This falconer had tane his way 
O'er Calder-moor ; and gawn the moſs up, 


He there forgather'd with a goſhp : 
And wha was't, trow ye, but the de'el 
That had diſguis'd himſell ſac weel 


In human ſhape, ſae ſnug and wylie, 
Jude took him for a burlie-bailie: 

His cloven cloots were hid with ſhoon, 
A bonnet coor'd his horns aboon: 


Nor ſpat he fire, or brimſtone rifted, 


Nor awſome glowr'd; but caw'mly lifted 
His een and voice, and thus began: 


Good -morning t'ye, honeft man, 
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« Ye're early out : how far gae ye 

This gate —I'm blith of company 

« What fool is that may ane demand, 
« That ſtands be trigly on your hand * 

« Wow, man! quoth 1 where wor ye? 
The like was never ſpeer d at me! 

« Man, 'tis a hawk, and e' en as 1 

« As ever flew, or wore a 

« Friend, I'm a ſtranger, — auld Symmie, 
« I hope ye II no be angry wi' me; 
« The ignorant maun ay be ſpeering 
« Queſtions, till they come to a clearing. 
Then tell me mair---what do ye wrt ? 

« Is't good to ſing ? or good to eat?” 

« For neither, anſwer'd ſimple Juden; 

« But helps to bring my lord his food in : 

« When fowls ſtart up that I wad hae, 
Straight frac my hand I let her gae; 
« Her hood tane aff, ſhe is not langſome 

« In taking captives, which I ranſome 

« With a dow's wing, or chicken's leg.” | 
« Trowth, quoth the de'el, that's nice ! I * 
« Ye'll be ſac kind, as let me fee 
How this ſame bird of your's can flee.” _ 

« T* oblige ye, friend, I winna ſtand. 

Syne loos'd the Falcon frac his hand. 
Unhooded, up ſhe ſprang with birr, 

While baith ſtood ſtaring after her. 

« But how d'ye get her back ? ſaid Nick, 
“For that, quoth Jude, I have a trick: 

« Ye ſee this Lure---it ſhall command 
„Her upon ſight down to my hand.” 


Syne twirl'd it thrice, with whieu-whicu- neu 


And ſtraight upon the Falcon flew. 

« As Pm a ſinner! cries the de el, 

« I like this paſtime wonder weel ; 
And ſince ye've been ſac kindly tree, 
Jo let her at my bidding flee, 
I'll entertain ye in my gate. 
Mean-time | it was the will of fate, 


5 


| 
| h 
| | ; 
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A hooded friar (ane of that tin 
Ye have deſcriv'd by father * Gawin, 
In Maſter-keys) came up; good ſaul! 


Fim Satan cleek'd up by the ſpaul, 


Whip'd aff his hood, and without mair, 


Gabe him a toſs up in the air, 


High flew the ſon of ſaint Loyola, 


| While ſtartled Juden gave a hola! 


Bombaz'd with wonder, ſtill he ſtood, 
The ferly had *maiſt crudled his blood, 
To ſee a monk mount like a fa'con 
He 'gan to doubt if he was wakin ; 
Thrice did he rub his cen to clear, 


And having maſter'd part o N tear, 


„His preſence be about us a 


He cries, the like I never . 


“See, ſee ! he like a lavrock tours | 


4 He'll reek the ſtarns in twa'r three hours ! | 
„ Ist poſſible to brink him back?“ | 


„For that quoth Nick, I have a knack: 


„To train my birds I want na Lures, 
„Can manage them as ye do your's : 
And there's ane coming hie gate, hither, 

Shall ſoon bring down the haly brither. ? 


This was a freſh young landart laſs, 


With checks like cherries, cen like glaſs ; 


Few coats ſhe wore, and they were kilted, 
And (“ John. come kiſs me now”) ſhe lilted, 


As ſhe ſkift o'er the benty knows, 


Gawn to the bught to milk the ews; 


Her in his hand flee Belzie hint up, 
As eith as ye wad do a pint-ſtoup, 


Inverted, wav'd her round his head; 


Whicu---whieu---he whiſtled, and with ſpeed 
Down, quick as ſhooting ſtarns, the prieſt 


Came ſouſe upon the n breaſt, | 


i. 


— A. 


keys to Popery. 


* The 8 Anthony Gawin, 3 a Spaniſh Ro- 
man Catholic Prieſt, now an Iriſh Proteſtant miniſter, who 
hath lately wrote thize volumes on the tricks and whore- 
doms of the prieſts and nuns ; which book he names Maſter- 
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The moral of this tale ſhews plainly, 
That carnal minds attempt but vainly 
Aboon this laigher world to mount, 
While ſlaves to Satan. 


An ANA CREONTIC L 


Wren a' the warld had dosd 4 _ oe 8 


Fatigu'd with labour, care, and din, 


And quietly ilka weary wight 
Enjoy'd the ſilence of the night; 
Then Cupid, that ill-deedy gett, 
With a? his pith rapt at my yett. 
Surpriz'd, thro? ſleep, I cry'd, wha's that? 
Quoth he, © A poor young wean a' wat; 
« Oh ! haſte ye, apen, fear nae ſkaith, 
« Elſe ſoon this ſtorm will be my death.” 

With his complaint my ſoul grew we, 
For as he ſaid I thought it ſae: 
I took a light, and faſt did rin 
To let the chittering infant in: 
And he appear'd to be nae kow, 
For a? his quiver, and bow. 
His bairnly ſmiles "Ft ks gave joy, 
He ſeem'd ſac innocent a boy: 
I led him ben but any pingle, 
And beckt him brawly at my ingle : RY 
Dighted his face, his handies thow'd, 
Till his young checks, like roſes, glow'd. 
But ſoon as he grew warm and fain, 
Let's try, quoth he, if that the rain 
Has wrang'd ought of my ſportin 1 
And if my bow ſtring's hale and 
With that his arch'ry graith he put 
In order, and made me his butt; 
Mov'd back a piece, —his bow be drew, 
Faſt thro? my hreaſt his arrow flew. 
That done, as if he'd found a neſt, 
He leugh, and with unſonſy jel, 
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cry'd, © Nibour, Im right blyth in mind, Our 


4 That in good tift my bow 1 find : : 
“Did not my arrow flie right ſmart ? 4 
&« Yell find it ſticking in your heart.” L 7 
| 1 80 f 
. | h T e 

On Mr. DRUMMOND': being choſen one of the Hon. Con- 
 miſſioners of the Cuſtoms. An Epigram. _ 
THe good are glad, when merit meets reward; Thr 
And thus they ſhare the pleaſure of another, | But 
While little minds, who only ſelf regard, C 
Will ſicken at the ſucceſs of a brother. The 
Hence I am pleas'd to find myſelf right claſs'd, Its 


Even by this mark, that's worthy of obſerving; 
It gives me joy, the patent lately paſs'd | | 
In favour of dear Drummond, moſt deſerving. 


| The ADDRESS of the MUSE to the Right Hm. GEORGE 
DRUMMOND, Ei: Lord Provoſt, and Council 7 
EDINBURGH. REF 


Mr Lord, my patron, good and kind, 
Wboſe every act of generous care 
The patriot ſhews, and truſty friend ; 
While favours by your thoughts refin'd 
Both public and the private ſhare : 
To yau the muſe her duteous homage pays, 
While Edinburgh's intereſt animates her lays, 


Nor will the beſt ſome hints refuſe : 
The narrow ſoul, that leaſt brings forth, 
To an advice the rareſt bows ; 1 | 71 
Which the extenſive mind allows, | | 
Being conſcious of its genuine worth, 
Fears no eclipſe ; nor with dark pride declines, 
A ray from light, that far inferior ſhines. 


7 


n *' ug 


Our reaſon and advantage call 
Us to preſerye what we eſteem : 
And each ſhould contribute, tho? ſmall, 
Like ſilver rivulets that fall 5 
In one, and make a ſpreading ſtream. 
So ſhould a city all her care unite, 
J engage with entertainments of delight. 


Man for ſociety was made, 

His ſearch of knowledge 15 no W 
Thro' the vaſt deep he loves to wade, 
But ſubjects ebb, and ſpirits fade, | 

On wilds and thinly peopl'd ground, 
Then where the world, in miniature, employs 
Its various arts, the ſoul its wiſh enjoys. 


Sometimes the ſocial mind may rove, 

And trace with contemplation high, 
The natural beauties of the grove, 
Pleas d with the turtle's making love, 

While birds chant in a ſummer ſæy. 
But when cold winter ſnows the naked fields, 
The w_ chen its changing pleaſure yields. 


Than you, to whom pertains the care, 
And have the power to act aright, 
Nor pains nor prudent judging ſpare 
The Goop Town's failings te repair, 
And give her lovers more delight. 
Much you have done, but uſeful and polite ; 
O never tire! till every plan's PRs 


Some may object, we money want, 

Of every project ſoul and nerve. 
'Tis true ;---but ſure, the parliament 
Will ne'er refuſe frankly to grant 

Such funds as good deſigns deſerve. 
The thriving well of each of Britain's towns .) 
Adds to her wealth, and more her grandeur crowns. | 


* 
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Allow that 9g thouſand pounds |  MWThcr 


Were yearly on improvements ſpent. A 

If luxury p Ao the funds, | Swee 
And well laid out, there are no grounds Swee 
For murmuring, or the leaſt complaint : A 
Materials all within our native caaſt, Wh 
The poor's employ'd, we gain, and e loſt. Our 

| Two-hundreds, for fro pounds a- day, 75 . 
Will work like Turkiſh galley-ſlaves; - 0 
And e'er they ſleep, they will repay 2 On 
Back all the public forth did lay, And 
For ſmall ſupport that nature craves, | 1 
Thus kept at warks few twangs of guilt they feel, | Gir 
And are not tempt? by pinching want to'ſtcal. The 


| Moſt wiſcly did our city. move, 
When Hope, who judges well ang nice, 
Was choſen fitteſt to improve 
From ruſhy tufts the pleaſing grove, 

From bogs a riſing paradiſe. 
Since earth's foundation, to our _—_ day, 
The beautcous plain in mud neglected bay | 


Now, evenly planted, hedg'd: and drain'd, 
Its verdures pleaſe the ſcent and fight ; 
And here the Fair my walk unpain'd, 
Her flowing filks and ſhoes unſtain'd, 

Round the green Circus of delight: 
Which ſhall by ripening time ſtill ſweeter grow, 
And Hope be tam'd while Scotſmen draw the bow. 


Ab! while I ſing, the northern air, 

T broꝰ gore and carnage gives offence ; 

Which ſhould not, while a river fair, 

Without our walls, flows by ſo near; | 
Carriage from thence but ſmall expence; 

The uſeful Corporation too would find, 

By working there, more health and caſe of mind. 


— 


— 


* Mr. Hope of 2 who hes beautifully plante, n1 
hedged, and el Straiton's Meadow, \ which was former) 
the bottom of a lake. 


— 


ted, 
erly 
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Then {eet our northern flow'rs would blow, 
And ſweet our northern alleys end : 

Sweet all the northern ſprings would 2 
Sweet northern trees and herbs would 
And from the lake a field be gain'd : 


Where on the ſpring's green margent by the dawn, | 
Our maids might waſh, and blanch their lace and lawn. 


* Forbid a naſty pack to place 5 
On ſtalls unclean their herbs and roots, 
On the high ſtreet a vile diſgrace, 
And tempting to our infant-race, 
To ſwallow poiſon with their fruits. | 
Give them a ſtation where leſs ſpoil'd and ſeen, 


The healthful herbage may keep freſh and clean. 


Beſides, chiy ſtraiten much our ſtreet, 
When thoſe who drive the hack and dray, 
In drunk and rude confuſion meet, 
We know not where to turn our feet ; 
Mortal our hazard every way. 
Too oft the ag'd, the deaf, and little fry, 
Hemm'd in with ſtalls, cruſu d under axles lie- 


Clean order yields a vaſt delight, 

And genius's that brighteſt ſhine, 
Prefer the pleaſure of the ſight 
Juſtly, to theirs who day and night 

Sink health and aQtive #hought in wine. | 
Happy the man that's clean in houſe and weed, 
Tho' water be his 1 and. oats his bread. 


— 8 


— 


— 


— — - —_———— — 


* With the more freedom ſome thoughts i in theſe ſtanzas 
are advanced, becauſe ſeveral citizens of the beſt thinking, 
both in and out of the magiſtracy, incline to, and have ſuch 
views, if they were not oppoſed by ſome of gro!s old-faſhioned 
notions. Such will tell you, 0! the ſtreet of Edinburgh is 
the fineſt garden of Scotland. And how can it otherwiſe be, 
conſidering how well it is dunged every night? But this 
abuſe we hope to ſee reformed ſoon, when the cart and war- 


ning bell ſhall leave the lazy ſlattern without excule, after 
ten at night. | . 


Vol. IL e 
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Kind fate, on them whom I admire, 
Beſtow neat rooms and gardens 55 

Pictures that ſpeak the painter's fire, 

And learning which the nine inſpire, 


8 


With friends that all his thoughts may flare 3 oy 
A houſe in Edinburgh, when the ſullen ſtorm . 
Defaces nature's joyous fragrant form. i 
| As 
O! may we hope to ſee a ſtage, Tra 
Fill'd with the beſt of ſuch as can 
Smile down the follies of the age, +7 Sae 
Correct dull pride and party rage, Sic 
And cultivate the growing man; 
And ſhew the virgin every proper grace, | Thc 
That makes her mind as comely as her face. 
Ab 


Nor will the moſt devout oppoſe, 
When with a ſtrict judicious care, 
The ſcenes moſt virtuous ſhall be choſe, 
That numerqus are, forbidding thoſe 
That ſhock the modeſt, good, and fair. BE 
The beſt of things may often be abus'd ; | 
That argues not, when right, to be refus'd. 


Thus, what our nene waſting blood, 
Of old from the South Britons won, 


When Scotland reach'd to Humber's flood, | | Dr. 

We ſhall regain by arts leſs rude, | | \ 

And bring the beſt and faireſt down, | To 

From England's northern counties, nigh as far L 

_ Diſtant from court as we of — are. oy 

Thus far infpir's with honeſt Sh | | Ay 

| Theſe thoughts are offer d, with ſubmiſſion, 4 
By your own bard, who ne'er ſhall fail - 5 
The intereſt of the common weal, | | 

While you indulge and grant permiſſion 0 \ 

Jo your oblig'd; thus humbly to rehearſe J 

His honeſt * well meaning thoughts 1 in verſe. Doe 

| J 

Or 

] 

Th: 


On tis Grace the Duke of HA MIL TON” footing an Arrow + 
through the Neck of an EEL. © "Ig 


As from a bow a fatal flane, 
Train'd by Apollo from the main, 
In water pierc'd an Eel; 
Sae may the Patriot's power and art 
Sic fate to ſouple rogues impart, 
That drumble at the common weal: 
Tho! they as ony Eels are lid, 
And thro? what's vile can ſcud, 
A bolt may reach them, tho? deep hid 
They ſculk beneath their mud. 


BETTY and KATE, « Paferal — to Mr. AIRMAN; 
wen be wont L. 225 18 


BETTY. 


Dean Katie, willy? s cen away! 
Willy, of herds the wale, 

To feed his flock, and make his hay 
Upon a diſtant dale. 

Far to the ſouthward of this beight 
Where now we dowie ſtray, 

Ay heartſome when he chear'd our ſight, 
And levgh with us a' day. 


KATE. 


0 Willy, can dale dainties pleaſe. 
Thee mair than moorland ream ? 
Does Iſis flow with ſweeter eaſe 
Than Fortha's gentle ſtream ? 
Or tak's thou rather mair delyt 
In the ſtrae-hatted maid, _ 
Than in the blooming red and whyt 


Of her that wears the plaid ? 
* 2 
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HETTY. © „ 


Na, Kate, for that we needna mourn, RY 
He is not giv'n to change; A 


But ſauls of ſic a ſhining turn, 
For honour like to range; 

Our laird, and a' the gentry round, 

Who mauna be ſaid nay, 
Sic pleaſure 1 in his art have found, 
They winna let him ſtay, 
Blyth 1 have ſtood frae morn to een, 
To ſee how true and weel | 
He cou'd delyt us on the green 
With a piece cawk and keel ; 

On a ſlid ſtane, or ſmoother ſlate, 
He can the picture draw FO 

Of you or me, or ſheep or gait, 
The likeſt &er ye ſaw. 

_ Laſs, thinkna ſhame to eaſe your mind, | 
I ſee ye'r like to : 

Let gae theſe tears, * juſtly kind 
For ſhepherd fae complete. 


KATE. 


Far, far! o'er far frae Spey and dpd 
Stands that great town of Lud, 

To whilk our beſt lads rin and ride, 
That's like to put us wood ; 

For ſindle times they e' er come back 
Wha anes are heftit there: 

Siure, Beſs, their hills are no ſae black, 

Nor 76 their howms as bare. 


Our rigs are rich, and green our heights, 
And weel our cares 
But yield, nae doubt, dels defights, 


In abſence of our laird ; | 8 
But we maun cawmly now ſubmit, | 25 
And our il luck lament, 1 I 


And leav't to his ain ſenſe and wit 
To find his heart's content. 
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A thouſand gaits he had to win 

The love of auld and y youngy 
Did a' he did with little din, 

And in nae deed was dung. 


KATE. 


William and Mary never fail'd 
To welcome with a ſmile, 

And hearten us, when ought we ail'd, 
Without deſigning guile : 

Lang may ſhe happily poſſeſs 
Wha's in his breaſt infeft, 

And may their bonny bairns increaſe, 
And a? with rowth be left. 

O William, win your laurels faſt, 
And ſyne we'll a' be fan, & 

Soon as your wand' ring days are paſt, 
And ye're return'd ”_ 


BETTY. 


Review her j Joys by your return, 
To whom you firſt gave pain; 
Judge how her paſſions for you burn, 
By theſe you bear your ain. 38 
dae may your kirn with fatneſs flow, 
And a' your ky be fleek; 
And may your hearts with gladneſs glow, 
In * what ye leck. EN 


* Me. DAYTD MALLOCH, on his Dee from 
SCOTLAND... 


SINCE fate, with honour, bids thee leave 
Thy country for a . hile, 

It is nae friendly part to grieve, 
When powers inen * 
3 
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The taſk aſſign'd thee's great and good, 
To cultivate two Graham's, 


Wha from bauld heroes ae their blood 
Of brave immortal names. 


Like wax the dawping genius r 
Impreſſions thrawn or even; 

Then he wha fair the moulding makes, 
Does journey - work for beaven. 


The ſour weak pedants ſpoil the mind 
Of thoſe beneath their care, 
Wbo think inſtruction is confin'd 


To. poor grammatic ware. 


But better kens my friend, and: can 
Far nobler plans deſign, 

To lead the boy up to a man 
Thar) fit in courts to ſhine, 


Vous Granipian We n may object, A 
Can you fic knowledge bring! 5 

But thoſe laigh tinkers ne'er reflect, | RIS 

Some ſauls ken ilka thing, Dk * 


With vaſter eaſe, at : the firſt glance, | | 8 
Than miſty minds, that plod 5 
And threſh for thought, but ne'er advance 
heir ſtawk aboon their clod. | 


But he * that could in tender ſtrains F 
Raiſe Margaret's plaining ſhade, 
And paint diſtreſs that chills the veins, 
While William's crimes are red; 


iÞ | Shaws to the world, cou'd they obſerves 

3 A clear deſerving flame 

Wl Thus 1 can rooſe without reſerve, 
When oth ng my. theme. 


fo N — 


* 0 William and Margaret,” ” a | balhad, in imitation of th 
old manner, wherein the ſtrength of thought and paſſion s 
more obſcrved than a rant of uumeaning words, 
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Gae, Lad, and win a nation's com 
By making thoſe in truſt, 

Like Wallace's Achates “, prove 
Wile, generous, brave, and juſt. _ 


| Sac may his Grace th' illuſtrious _ 
With joy paternal ſee 9 
Their riſing blaze of manly wy 
And pay his thanks to thee. 


T CALIST an. Epigram. 


Ants willow, majeſty, and . 
Contended to allure the ſwain, 
Wha fain wad paid to ilk his duty, 

But only ane the prize e gain 


Where Jove again to redd debate | 
Between his ſpouſe and daughters tway. | 

And were it dear Caliſta's fate 
To bid among them for the ba; 

When given ta her, the ſhepherd. might. 
Then with the ſingle apple ſerve aa 


Since ſhe's poſſeſt of a? that's bright 
In a ] uno, Venn, and Minerva. 


INSCRIPTION on the Tomb-ftone of Mr. ALEXANDER 


WARDLAW, late Chamberlain to the Right Hon. the. 


Earl of Wigton, erected by his Son Mr. TO . ARD-- 
LAW, im the Church of BIGGAR. 3 


Hex lies a man, whoſe upright pere 
With virtue was profuſely ſtor d, 

Who aCted well the honeſt part 
Between the tenants and their r. 


2 * _ 


— — 


„Tue heroic Str N 


nation, (and deareſt friend of the renowned Sir William Wal- 


lace) anceſtor of his Grace the Duke of Montroſe. 
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Between the ſand an flinty rook _ | T. 
Thus ſteer'd he in the golden mean, 
While his blyth countenance beſpoke | Ti 
A mind unruffl d and ſerene. 
As to great "Ne, the Flemings prov'd 7 | Br 
Faithful, ſo to the Flemings heir ; 
Wardlaw behav'd, and was belov'd | Bt 
Fer s juſtice, candor, faith, and care. | 
His merit ſhall preſerve his fame . H 
To lateſt ages, free from ruſt, 
Till the archangel raiſe his frame 25 H 
To join his ſoul amongſt the juſt. 
1 
L 


45 ODE, Jacred to the 1 of her Grace 4 VN. E Duck 
of HAMILTON, 


Wur ſounds the plain with ſad complaint ? * 


Why hides the ſun his beams? y 
Why ſighs the winds ſae black and cauld ? ? 
Why mourn the ſwelling ſtreams © N A 
Wail on, ye heights ; ye glens, complain; >. 
Sun, wear thy cloudy veil;z 1. 1 
Sigh, winds, frae frozen caves of ſnaw 5 | 
Clyde, mourn the rueful tale. I: 
She's dead, the beauteous Anna's dead; 
All nature wears a gloom: 3 
Alas! the comely budding flower | 
us faded in the bloom. . B 
Clos'd 3 in the weeping marble vault, | : 
Now cauld and blae ſhe lyes; | \ 
Nae mair the ſmiles adorn her Cheek, | | 
Nae mair ſhe lifts her _ þ 


F 
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Too ſoon, O ſweeteſt, faireſt, beſt, 
Young parent, lovely mate, 


Thou leaves thy lord and infant fon 
To weep thy early fate. 


But let thy chearfu? marriage-day 
Give gladneſs all around ; 

But late in thee the youthful chief 
A heaven of bleſſings found. 


His boſom ſwells, for much he lov'd; 
Words fail to paint his grief: 

He ſtarts in dreams, and graſps thy bade, 
The day brings nae * 


The fair illuſion ſkims away, 

And grief again returns 

Life's pleaſures make a vain attempt, 5 
Diſconſolate he mourns. 


He mourns bis loſs, a tic los, 
It claims a flood of tears, 

When fic a lov'd illuſtrious ſtar 
Sae quickly e h 


Wich roſes and the lily buds, 
Ye nymphs, her grave adorn, 
And weeping tell, thus ſweet ſhe was, - 
Thus early from us torn. 


To ſilent twilight ſhades retire, 


Ye melancholy ſwains ; 


In melting notes repeat her bid, 
In hghing vent your 7 7 


But haſte, calm SFO to our aid, 
And paining thoughts ſubdue, 

By placing of the pious Fair 
In a mair pleaſing view 3 


Whoſe white immortal mind now ſhines, 
And ſhall for ever bright, 
Above th? inſult of death and-pain 
By the Firſt Spring of Lehr 
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There j joins is 1h high melodions thrang, 
That ftrike eternal ſtrings: | 


In - reſence of Omnipotence, 
he now a ſeraph lings. 


Then ceaſe, great James, thy flowing tears, 
Nor rent thy ſoul in vain: N 
Frae bowers of bliſs ſhe'll neꝰer return 

To thy kind arms again. 


With goodneſs ſtill adorn thy mind, 
rue greatneſs till improve: 
Be ſtill a patroit, juſt and brave, 
And meet thy Saint above. 


ODE to the Memory of Sir ISAAC NEWTON, Ti n/cribed 
to the ROYAL SOCIETY f LONDON, for the in · 
proving f * atural K. — 


| GRearT Newton's dead---full ripe his fame; ; Mbit: 
| Ceaſe, vulgar grief, to cloud our ſongs A 
We thank the Auther of our frame, wor. 
Who lent * to the earth ſo long. | A 

The god- like man now mounts the ſky, Ye | 
Exploring all yon radiant ſpheres ; | v 

And with one view can more deſcry, | Frei 
Than here below in eighty ycars: | 8 


Tho? none, with greater ſtrength of ol, 
Could rife to more divine a height, 

Or range the orbs from pole to pole, 
And more improve the human ſight. 


Mew with full] joy he can ſurvey 
Theſe worlds, and ewry ſhining blaze, 
That countleſs in the milky way _ 
Only thro? glaſſes ſhew their rays. 


ed 
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nouſands in thouſand arts excelld, 
But often to one part conſinꝰd; 
Vhile ev'ry ſcience ſtood revealꝰd 

And clear to his capacious. mind, 


His penetration, moſt profound, 
| Launch'd far in that extended ſea, 
here human minds can reach no bound, 


And never div'd ſo deep as he. 


Sons of the Eaſt and Weſtern world, 
When on this leading ſtar ye gaze, 
Vhile magnets guide the ſail unfurl'd, 

Pay to his memory due praiſe, 


hro' ev'ry maze he was the guide; 

While others crawl'd, he ſoar'd above; 
Yet modeſty, unſtain'd with pride, | 

Increas'd his merit, and our love. 


He ſhunn'd the ſophiſtry of words, 
Which only hatch contentious ſpite ; 
His learning turn'd on what affords 
By demonſtration moſt delight, 


Britain may honourably boaſt _ 


And glory in her matchleſs Son, 


| Whoſe genius has invented moſt, 


And finiſh'd what the reſt begun. 


Ye fellows of the Royal Claſs, 
Who honour'd him to be your head, 

Erect in fineſt ſtone and braſs 
Statutes of the illuſtrious dead: 


Altho' more Jaſting than them all, 
Or ev'n the Poet's higheſt ſtrain, 
His works, as long as wheels this ball, 
Shall his great memory ſuſtain. _ 


May from your Learned Band ariſe, 
Newtons to ſhine thro? future times, 

And bring down knowledge from the ſkies, 
To plant on wild Barbarian climes ; 


66 POEMS. 
Till nations, few degrees from brute, 
Be brought into each proper road, 
Which leads to wiſdom's happieſt fruits, 
To know their Saviour and their God. 
But 
þ 
Lik 
To WILLTAM SOMERYILE of Warkwickfire, Ei: u = 
reading ſeveral of 410 excellent Poems. INS 
| Hir 
| \ 
Six, I have read, and much admire | ( 
Your muſe's gay and eaſy flow; 82 
Warm'd with that true Idalian fire | Old 
| That gives the bright and chearful glow _ | A, 
) 
2 cou'd each line with joyous care, | ( 
As I can ſuch from fun to ſun; | | 
And like the glutton o'er his fare Th 
Delicious, thought them too ſoon done. | b 
1 1 na : Th 
The witty ſmile, nature, and art, | 
In all your numbers ſo combine, | 
As to complete their juſt deſert, TE. Po 
And grace them with uncommon ſhine. | 
He 


Delighted we your muſe regard, | 
When ſhe like Pindar's ſpreads her wings ; 1 | 
And virtue being its own reward, | Ye 
_ Expreſſes by“ The Siſter Springs.” 


Emotions tender crowd the mind, 

| When with the royal bard you go, 
1 To ſigh in notes divinely kind, | Y 
v4 6 The mighty fall'n on mount Gilbo'.” 


— 
— —— ans 99 


Much ſurely was the virgin's joy, 
Who with the Iliad had your lays; 

For Cer, and ſince the ſiege of Troy, R 
We all delight in love and praiſe, 
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Theſe heaven-born paſſions, ſuch deſire 
I never yet cou'd think a crime ; 


gut firſt-rate virtues which inſpire 
The foul to reach at the fublime. 


But often men miſtake the way, 
And pump for fame by empty boaſt, - 
Like your Gilt Aſs, who ſtood to bray, | 
Till in a flame his tail he loſt. 


Him th? incurious bencher hits 
With his own tale, ſo tight and clean, 
That while I read, ſtreams guſh, by fits 
Of hearty laughter, from ** cen. 


Old Chaucer, bard of vaſt engine, 
Fontaine and Prior, who have ſung 
Blyth tales the beſt, had they heard thine 
On IPs they 'd ne themſelves out-done. 


The plot's s purſu'd wich ſo much glee, | 
The too efficious Do b and Prieft; Re” 
The“ Squire -oppreſs'd,”” I own, for me, | 
I never heard a better i 


Pope well deſcrib'd an Ombre game,” 
And « King revenging Captive Queen ;” 
He merits, but had won more fame, 
If author of your . Bowling Green.” 


You paint your parties, play each bowl, 
So natural, juſt, and with ſuch caſe, 
That while I read, upon my ſoul, 
I wonder how 1 chance to 


Yet I have pleas'd, and pleaſe the beſt; 
And ſure to me laurels belong, 

Since Britiſh fair, and *mong the beſt, 
Somervile's conſort likes my ſong. 


Raviſh'd I heard th? 8 fair 
Sing, like a dweller of the ſky, 
y verſes with a Scotian air ; 
Then ſaints were not ſo bleſt as I. ä 
Vol. II. . | wa 
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In her the valu'd charms unite; _ 
She really is what all would ſeem, 


Gracefully handſome, wiſe, and ſweet ; | 
*Tis merit to have her elteem. 


Jour noble kinſman, her ov d mate, 
Whoſe worth claims all the world's reſped 
Met in her love a ſmiling fate, 
Which has, and muſt have good effect. 


You both from one great lineage ſpring, 
Both from De Somervile, who came 

With William, England's conquering king, 
To win fair plains, and laſting fame. 


Hine he left to's eldeſt ſon, 
That firſt-horn chief you repreſent ;, 
His ſecond came to Caledon, 
From whom our Somer'le takes deſcent. 


On him and you may fate beſtow. 

Sweet balmy health and chearfu' fire, 

As long's ye'd with to live below, 
Still bleſt with all you wou'd deſire. 


O Sir! oblige the world, and ſpread 
In print “ thoſe and your other lays; 
This ſhall be better'd while they read, 
And after- ages ſound your praiſe. 


I cou'd enlarge---but if I ſhou'd 
On what you've wrote, my Ode wou'd run 
Too great a length---your thoughts ſo croud, 
To note them all I'd n&er have 0 f 


Accept this offcing of a _ 
Who on her Pictland hills ne'er tires; 
Nor ſhou'd (when worth invites) * 

To ſing the . ſhe admires. 


** — 
— 
6 


8 


8 a the writing 75 this Ode, Mr. W 8 poems 
are printed by Mr. Lintot, in an 8vo volume. 
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As Epiſtle frm Mr. SOMERVILE. 


Near fair Avona's filver tide, 
Whoſe waves in ſoft meanders glide, 
] read, to the delighted ſwains, 9 5 
Vour jocund ſongs, and rural ſtrains, 
Smooth as her ſtreams Jour numbers flow, 
Your thoughts 1 in vary'd beauties ſhow 
Like flow'rs that on her borders grow. 
While I ſurvey, with raviſh'd eyes, 
This“ friendly gift, my valu'd prize, 
Where ſiſter Arts, with charms divine, 
In their full bloom and beauty ſhine, 
Alternately my ſoul is bleſt, | 
Now I behold my welcome gueſt, he - 
That graceful, that engaging air, 
So dear to all the brave and fair. | 
ior has th? ingenious artiſt ſhown | 
His outward lincaments alone, | 
But in th? expreſſive draught deſign'd 
ie nobler beauties of his mind ; 
rue friendſhip, love, benevolence, 
nſtudied wit and manly ſenſe. | 
Then, as your book I wander o'er, 
I feaſt on the delicious ſtore, 
Like the Jaborious buſy bee, 
Pleas'd with the ſweet variety) 

ith equal wonder and ſurpriſe, 
[ ſce reſembling portraits riſe, 
Brave archers march in bright array, 
In troops the vulgar-line the way. 
Here the droll figures ſlily ſneer, 
Ur coxcombs at full length appear. 
here woods and lawns, a rural ſcene, 
und ſwains that W on the green. 


K 


* Lord 2 was i pleaſed t to fend 1 me ; his own aa 
and Mr. Ramſay's works. | 
. 


ems 
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Your pen can act the pencils part 
With greater genius, fire, and art. 
Believe me, bard, no hunted hind 

That pants againſt the ſouthern wind, 

And ſeeks the ſtreams thro? unknown ways; 
No matron in her teeming days, 

Fer felt ſuch longings, ſuch deſires 

As I to view thole lofty ſpires 
Thoſe domes where fair Edina ſhrouds 
Her tow'ring head anud the clouds. 

But oh! what dangers interpoſe! | 
Vales deep with dirt, and hills with ſnows 
Proud winter-floods, with rapid force, 
Forbid the pleaſing intercourſe ? 

But ſure we bards, whoſe purer clay ; 


# 


Nature has mixt with leſs allay, 
Might ſoon fmd out an eaſier way. 
Do not ſage matrons mount on high, | 
And ſwitch their broom-ſticks thro? the ſky ; 
Ride poſt o'er hills, and woods, and ſeas, 
From Thule to the * Heſperides ? 
And yet the men of Greſham own | h 
That this and ſtranger feats are done, 
Buy a warm fancy's power alone. 
This granted ; why can't yqu and I | 
Stretch forth our wings, aud cleave the ſky ? 
Since our poetic brains, you know, 
Than theirs muſt more intenſely glow. 
Did not the 'Theban ſwan take wing, 
Sublimely ſoar, and ſweetly ſing? 
And do not we, of humbler vein, 
Sometimes attempt a loftier ſtrain, 
Mount ſheer out of the reader's light, 
Obſcurely loſt in clouds and night ! 
Then climb your Pegaſus with ſpeed; 
I'll meet thee on the banks of Tweed: 
Not as gur fathers did of yore, 
To ſwell the flood with crimſon gore ; 
Like the Cadmean murd”'ring brood, 2 
Each thirſting for his brother's blood, 


TY 


— 


he Scilly illands were ſo called by the ancients, a 
Mr. Camden obſerves. — 5 5 
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For now all hoſhle rage ſhall ceaſe; 
Lull'd in the downy arms of peace, 
Our honeſt hands and hearts ſhall join, 
O'er jovial banquets, ſparkling wine. 

Let Peggy at thy elbow wait, 

And I ſhall bring my bonny Kate. 4-4 
But hold---oh ! take a ſpecial care, | 4 8 


1” admit no prying Kirkman there; 

I dread the Penitential Chair. 

What a ſtrange figure ſhould I make, 

A poor abandon'd Engliſh rake : 

A ſquire well-born, and fix foot high, 

Perch'd in that ſacred pillory ? 

Let ſpleen and zeal be baniſh'd thence, "x 
And troubleſome impertinence, 0 


That tells his ſtory o'er again; 
Ill-manners and his ſaucy train, 
And ſelf-conceit, and ſtiff-rumpt pride, 
That grin at all the world beſide: 
Foul Vandal, with a load of lies, 
Intrigues, rencounters, prodigies ; 

| Fame's buſy hawker, light as air, 
That feeds on frailties of the fair: 
Envy, hypocriſy, deceit, 1 
Fierce party- rage, and warm debate; 
And all the * that are foes 
To friendſhip, and the world's repoſe. - 
But mirth inſtead, and dimpling ſmiles, 
And wit, that gloomy care beguiles ; 
And joke, and pun, and merry tale, 
And toaſts, that round the table fail : 
While laughter, burſting thro? the ere ud 
In vollies, tells our joys aloud. . 
Hark ! the ſhrill piper mounts on hit h, 1 5 5. 


_ 


The woods, the ſtreams, the rocks reply, 
To his far ſounding melody. © 
Behold each lab'ring ſqueeze prepare 
Supplies of modulated air. 
Obſerve Croudero's active bow, 

His head ſtill nodding to and fro, 

s eyes, his cheeks with rapures glow. 

1 der, ſee the baſhful nymphs advance, 

0s lead the regulated _ 5 
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Flying ſtill, the ſwains purſuing, 

Yet with backward glances wooing. 
This, this ſhall be the joyous ſcene ; 
Nor wanton elves that {kim the green 
Shall be ſo bleſt, ſo blyth, ſo gay, 

Or lefs regard what dotards ſay. | 
My Role ſhall then your Thiſtle greet, 
The union ſhall be more complete; © 
And, in a bottle and a friend, 

Fach national diſpute ſhall end. 


ANSWER to the above EPISTLE from WILLIAM $6. 


MERVILE, E/q; ff Warwickfhire. | 


Sin, I had your's, and own my pleaſure, 
On the receipt, exceeded meaſure. 
You write with ſo much ſp'rit and glee, 
Sae ſinooth, ſac ſtrong, correct, and free; 

That any he (by you allow'd 
To have ſome merit) may be proud, 

If that's my fault, bear you the blame, 
Wha've lent me fic a lift to fame. 
Your ain tours high, and widens far, 
Bright glancing like a firlt-rate ſtar, 
And all the world beſtow due praiſe 
On the Collection of your lays ; 
Where various arts and turns combine, 

Which even in parts firſt poets ſhine : 

Like Mat and Swift ye ling with eaſe, 

And can be Waller when you pleaſe. 
Continue, Sir, and ſhame the crew 
That's plagu'd with having nought to do, 

Who fortune in a merry mood 

Has overcharg'd with gentle blood, 

But has deny'd a genius fit 

For action or aſpiring wit; | 
Such kenna how t? employ their time, 
And think activity a crime: 
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Aught they to either do, or ſay, 


or walk, or write, or read, or pray ? 


When money, their Factotum's able 
To furniſh them a numerous rabble, 
W ho will, for daily drink and wages, 


Be chair- men, chapla ins, clerks, and pages: 


Could they, like you, employ their hours 

In planting theſe delightful flowers, 5 
Which carpet the poetic fields, 

And laſting funds of pleaſure yields; 
Nae mair they'd gaunt and gove away, 
Or ſleep or loiter out the day, _ 

Or waſte the night, damning their ſaul 
In deep debauch, and bawdy brawls : 
Whence pox and poverty proceed 

An early eild, and fptrits dead. 
Reverle of you ;---and him you love, 
Whole brighter ſpirit tours above | 
The mob of thoughtleſs lords and beaux, 


| Who in his ilka action ſhows 


True friendſhip, love, benevolonce, 
« Unſtudy'd wit, and manly ſenſe.” _ 
Allow here what you've ſaid yourſell, 
Nought can b' expreſt ſo juſt and well: 
To him and her, worthy his love, 
And every bleſſing from above, 
A ſon is given, God fave the boy, 
For theirs and every Som'ril's joy. 
Ye wardens, round him take your place, 
And raiſe him with each manly grace; 
Make his meridian virtues ſhine, 
To add freſh luſtres to his line: 
And many may the mother ſee 
Of ſuch a lovely progeny. _ 

Now, Sir, when Boreas. nae mair thuds 


Hail, ſnaw, and fleet, frac blacken'd clouds; 


While Caledonian hills are green, 
And a' her Straths delight the een; 


While ilka flower with fragrance blows, 


And a' the year its beauty ſhows ; 
Before again the winter lour, 

What hinders then your northern tour? 
Be ſure of welcome : nor believe 


Theſe wha an ill report would give 
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To Ed'nburgh and the land of cakes, 
That nought what's neceſſary lacks. 
Here plenty's goddeſs frae her horn 


Pours fiſh and cattle, claith and corn, RE. 
| In blyth abundance ;---and yet mair, 
Our men are brave, our ladies fair. | | 
Nor will North Britain yield for fouth 5 
Of ilka thing, and fellows couth,  '  «< Tx1 
To ony but her ſiſter South. | L 
True, rugged roads are curfed dreigh, 10 
And ſpeats aft roar frae mountains heigh: | I 
The body tires, poor tottering clay, | 
And likes with eaſe at hame to ſtay; | WI 
While ſauls ſtride warlds at ilka ſtand, ( 
And can their widening views extend. | De 
Mine ſees you, while you chearfu* roam 
On {weet Avona's flow'ry howm, | 
There recollecting, with full view, ä | It 
Theſe follies which mankind purſue ; ig 
W hile, conſcious of ſuperior merit, _ SY 
You riſe with a correcting ſpirtt ; 
And, as an agent of the gods, 


Laſh them with ſharp ſatyric rods : 
Labour divine !---Next, for a change, 
Oe'er hill and dale I ſee you range 
After the fox or whidding hare, 
_ Confirming health in pureſt air; 
While joy frac heights and dales reſounds, 
Rais'd by the Hola, Horn, and Hounds : 
Fatigu'd, yet pleas'd the chace out run, 
I ſee the friend, and ſetting ſun, | 
Invite you to the tempꝰ rate bicquor, _ 
_l Which makes the blood and wit flow quicker. 
= The clock ſtrikes twelve, to reſt you bound, 
= To fave your health by ſleeping ſound. 
Thus with cool head and healſome breaft 
You ſee new day ſtream frac the caſt: 
Then all the muſes round you ſhine, 
Inſpiring every thought divine ; 
Be long their aid Your years and bleſſes, 
Your ſervant ALLan Ramsay wiſhes. 


REASONS for not cific the hackney ena, my 165. 


A — | 


Tarse to my blyth indulgent friends, 
Dull facs nought at my hand deſerve: 
To pump an anſwer's a? their ends; 


But not ac line if they ſhould ſtarve. 


Wha C&er ſhall with a midding fight, 

Of victory will be beguiPd ; 
| Dealers! in dirt will be to dight, 
Fa they aboon or 'neath, they're fil d. 


It helps my character to heez, | | * 8 
When I'm the butt of creeping tools; X 1 
The warld, by their daft medley ſees, 
| That I've nae enemies but fools, 


But fac it bas 3 and will * : 
While real poets riſe to fame, 

Sic poor Macflecknos will let flee _ 
Their venom, and ſul mils their aims 


Should ane like Young or Somer'le write, 
Some canker'd coof can ſay, tis wrang 

On Pope fic mungrels ſhaw*d their ſpite, 
And ſhot at A their ſtang. 


But well, dear Sper, the feckleſs aſſes! | 
To wieſt inſets even'd and painted, 


Sic as by magnifying glaſſes 
Are only xx when thro! them tend. 


The blundering fellows ne'er forget, 
About my trade to f. their fancies, 

As if, forſooth, I wad look blate | 
At what my honour maiſt advances. 


— ONES 
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Auld Homer ſang for's daily bend; 
Surpriſing Shakeſpeare fin'd the wool : : 

Great Virgil creels and baſkets made; 

And famous Ben employ d the trowel. 


Vet Dorſet, a Lauderdale, 
Bucks, Stirling, and the ſon of Angus, 

Even monarchs, and of men the wale, 
Mere proud to be inrow'd amang us. a 


Then hackneys, write till ye gae GED | 
 - Drudge for the hawkers day and night: 
Your malice cannot move my mood, 
And equally your praiſe I ſlight. 


I've gotten mair of fame than's due, 
Which is ſecur'd amang the beſt ; 
And ſhou'd I tent the like of you, + 

A little ſaul wad be confeſt. 


Nae maſtive minds a bi. cur ; 
A craig defies a frothy wave; 
Nor will a lion raiſe his fur, 
Altho a monkey r 
% TI eft Equicem midi plaudere, 


To Mr. DONALD MACEWEN, ee at + St. Pe. 
* | 


How far frac hame my friend ſeeks fame ? 
And yet I canna wyte | 

T' employ your fire, and füt ill aſpire 
By virtues that delyte * 


Should fortune 5 *tis in your power, 
If heaven grant bawmy health, 

T' enjoy ilk hour a ſaul unſowr; 
Content's nae bairn of wealth. 


7 
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It is the mind that's not conſind 
To paſſions mean and vile, 

it's never pin'd, while thought refin'd. 
Can gloomy cares __ | 


Then Donald- may bo eben as gay 
On Ruſſia's diſtant ſhore, 

As on the Tay, where uſquebae 
He us'd to drink before. 


But howſoc'er, haſte gather gear, 
And ſyne pack up your treaſure; > 
Then to Auld Reekie, come and beek ye, 
And cloſe your __ with e 


Te the Sia on receiving a Preſent 1 25 him of a Seal, 
Homer's Head, r cut in hal, and fot in C. 5 


Tuaxxs to my enk! ingenious friend : : 
Your preſent's moſt genteel and kind, 

Baith rich and ſhining as your _ 
And that immortal laurelPd 

Upon the gem ſae well defign'd 
And execute, ſets me on low. 


The heavenl y fre infames my breaſt, 
Whilſt I unweary'd am in queſt _ 
Of fame, and hope that ages nieſt 
e Will do their Highland bard the grace, 
Upon their ſeals to cut his creſt, 
And bly theſt ſtrakes of his ſhort face. Bo 


Far leſs great Homer ever thought 
(When he, harmonious beggar ! ſought _ 
His bread thro? Greece) he ſhould © brought 
Frae Ruſſia's ſhore by Captain t Hugh, 
To Pictland plains, ſae finely wrought 
On precious ſtone, and ſet by you. 


FO — 


1 Capt. Hugh Eccles, . maſter 7 a ne merchant ſhip, 
which he lat in the unhappy fire at St. Peterſburg. 
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A BALLAD on Bomy KATE. 


| Ceasr, poets, your cunning deviſing, 4 te 
Of rhymes that low beauties oꝰer · rate; 
They all, like the ſtars at the riſing 
Of Pheebus, muſt yield to fair Kate. 


We ſing, and we think it our hope 
To admire the kind bleſſin fate, 


That has favour'd the earth Sh ſuch beauty, 


As ſhines ſo Ty in Kate. 


In her ſmiles, in her Hs and glances, | 
The graces ſhine forth in full ſtate, 

While the god of love dang'rouſly dances 
On the neck and white boſom of Kate. 


How ſtrai ght, how d and genteel, are 
Her limbs! and how graceful her gait! 
Their hearts made of ſtone or of ſteel are, 
That are not adorers of Kate. 


But ah! what a ſad balpetatien 

Feels the heart, and how ſimple and blate 
Muſt he look, almoſt dead with vexation, 

| Whoſe love is fixt hopeleſs on Kate ? 


Had I all the charms of Adonis, 


And galleons freighted with plate, 
As Solomon wiſe : I'd think none is 
So worthy of all as dear Kate. 


Ah! had ſhe for me the ſame paſſion, 
I'd tune the lyre early and late; 
The ſage's ſong on his Circaſſian, 
Should 2185 to my ſonnets on Kate. 
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His pleaſure * moment ſhall bloſſom, 
Unfading, gets her for his mate; 

He'll graſp every bliſs in his boſom, 

IG. linked by Hymen to Kate. 


Pale envy may raiſe up falſe Borie 

And hell may prompt malice and hate; 
But nothing ſhal ſully their glories, _ 
Who are Iinelded, with virtue like ew. 


This name, "a Je, many a laſs 1 
And t' apply it may raiſe a , 
But ſure he as dull as an aſs is, 

That cannot join Cochran to to Kate. 


7 Dr. F. C wo gt life cet ici ts the young La: ; 


Hens, happy Doctor, take this ſonnet, 
Bear to the Fair the faithful ſtrains : 
pow, make a Jeg, and d' off your bonnet ; 
And get a kiſs for Allan's ow. | 


or ſuch a a reward, 
The Cloud Compeller's ſelf would try 
o imitate a Britiſh bard, 
And bear his ballads from the ſky. Ext 


— * 


PROLOGUE. before. the. acting of AURENGZEBE and 
the DRUMMER, 6y,the young Gentlemen of the Grammar- 
School of Hadding ton, mw 7275 Spoke * Mr. Charles 
Cockburn, Sen to. — Cockburn 


Be rat ye croud, who >: polling Kay appear 

Only to ſtare---we ſpeak to thoſe can hear 

The nervous phraſe, which raiſes thoughts more usb, 
When added action leads them thro” the eye. | 
Vol, II. 6 
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To paint fair virtue, humours and 2 
Is what our ſchool with pleaſure undertakes, 
. 'Chro? various incidents of life led on 
By Dryden, and immortal Addiſon ; 


' Thoſe ſtudy'd men, and knew the various rings . 
That mov d the minds of Coachmen and of Kings. To | 

| Altho? we're young-—allow no thought ſo meat, E 

| That any here's to act the Harlequin : Wh 
We leave ſuch dumb ſhow mimickry to fools, Nel 
Beneath the ſp'rit of Caledonian Schools. We 
Learning's our aim, and all our care, to reach Are 
At elegance and gracefulneſs of ſpeech, | By 
And the Addreſs from baſbfulneſs ref refin'd, To 
Which hangs a weight upon a worthy mind. Til 
The Grammar's good, but pedantry brings down hs 
The gentle Dunce below the ſprightly. Clown. Til 
Get ſeven ſcore verſe of Ovid's Triſt by heart, 
« To rattle o'er, elſe I ſhall make ye ſmart,” 

Cry ſnarling Dominies that little ken : 
Such may teach parrots, but our“ Leſly men, * 


— 


E PILOGUE after le acting 17 the Drummer, POR by 
| . Maur ice Cockburn, — Son 1 Colonel Cockburn Fe 


Our plays are done---now criticiſe, and ſpare not ; 

And tho? you are not fully pleas'd, we care not, 

We have a reaſon on our lide---and that is, 

Your treat has one good property---"Tis gratis. 
We've pleas'd ourſelves ; and if we have good Judges, 

We value not a head where nothing lodges. 
Ihe generous men of ſeuſe will kindly praiſe us, 

And, if we make a little ſnapper, raife us : 

Such know the aſpiring foul at manly dawn, 
Abhors the ſow'r rebuke and carping thrawm 

But riſes on the hope of a great name, | 

Up all the rugged roads that lead to fame, 


** . 
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* Mr. John Lefty, 3 of the ſchool, a * of 


true learning, who by his excellent method, moſt worthily 
fills his place. © 


of 


Our breaſts already pant to gain renown - 


At Senates, Courts, by Arms, or by the Gown ; 


Or by improvements of paternal fields, 
Which never failing joy and plenty yields, 
Or by deep draughts of the Caſtalian ſprings 
To ſoar with Mantuan or Horatian wings. 
Hey boys ! the day's our ain ! the Ladies ſmile ! 
Which over recompenſes all our toil !_ 
Delights of mankind, tho? in ſome ſmall parts 
We are deficient, yet our wills and hearts 
Are yours; and when more perfect, ſhall endeavour, 
By acting better, to ſecure your favour : 
To ſpinnets then retire, and play a few tunes, 
Till we get thro? our Gregories arid Newtons ; 
And, ſome years hence, we'll tell another tale Z 
Till then, ye bonny blooming buds,---farewell. 


PROLOGUE /poken by Mr. Anthony Afton, the 2 / Nig 
he atted in My 988 N 2 | 


'Tis I, Adar Caledonians, blythſome Tony, 
That oft, laſt winter, pleas d the brave and bonny 
With medly, merry ſong; and comic ſcene : 


| Your kindneſs then has brought me here again * 


After a circuit round the queen of iſles, 

To gain your friendſhip and approving ſmiles, 
Experience bids me hope ;---tho? ſouth the Tweed | 

The daſtards ſaid, © He never will ſucceed : Is 
What! ſuch a country look for any good in! 
„That does not reliſh plays,---nor pork,-—nor pudding 
Thus great Columbus, by an idiot crew, 

Was ridicul'd, at firſt, for his juſt view; 

Yet his undaunted ſpirit ne'er gave ground 

Till he a new and better world had found. ES 
50 I-----laugh on--——-the ſimile is bold; 8 BY: 8 


15 


But faith 'tis juſt: for till this body's: cold, 
Columbus * I'll puſh for fame and gold. 
* 
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: fo 
| W 
4 CHARACTER. Man 
5 His 
Or judgment juſt, and fancy clear, T 
Induſtrious, yet not avaritious ; | 
No ſlave to groundleſs hope and fear, V 
Chearful, yet hating to be vitiouss _ : 
5 Is EPR | Lon 
From envy free, tho? prais'd, not vain, You 
Ne'er acting without honour's warrant ; I 
Still equal, generous, and humane, | 
As huſband, maſter, friend and parents. I 
So modeſt, as ſcarce to be known | And 
By glaring, proud, conceited aſles, 5 By 
Whoſe little ſpirits aften frown I 
On ſuch as their leſs worth ſurpaſſes, 
| 
Tell own he's a deſerving ma, 
That in theſe out- lines ſtands before ye; An 
And trowth the picture I have drawn, =_ 8: 
Is very like my friend *= 
0, 


ODE 10 ALEXANDER MURRAY of - Brughton, EU 
| his Marriage with Lady EUPHEMTA, : Daughter 16 ti 
Right Hon, the E i of GALLOWAY. 


Tis conquering love can move 

Ihe belt to 8ll that's great, 

It ſweetly binds two equal minds, 
And makes a happy ilat, 
When ſuch as Murray, of a temper even, 7 
And honour'd worth, receives a wate from heaven, 


The character, though true, has ſomething in it ſo great, 
that my too modeſt friend will not allow me to ſet his name 
to Its = ö | | 


1 
the 


> 
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foy to you, Sir, and joy to her, 
Whoſe ſofter charms can ſooth, 
With ſmiling power, a ſullen hour, 
And make your life flow ſmooth. 
Man's but unfiniſh'd, till by Hymen's ties 
His ſweeter half lock'd in his boſom 1 
The general voice approve your choice, 
Their ſentiments agree, 
With fame allow'd, that ſhe's a good 
Branch ſprung from a right tree. 
Long may the graces of her mind delight 
Your ſoul, and long her beauties bleſs your ſight. 
May the bright guard, who love reward, 
With man recoyn'd again, 
In offspring fair make her their care, 
In hours of joyful pain: 
And may my Patron healthful live to ſee 
By her a brave and bonny progeny. 
Let youthful ſwains who 'tend your plairs, 
Touch the tun'd reed, and ling, = 
White maids advance, in ſprightly dance, 
All in the rural ring; ES 
And with the muſe thank the immortal powers, 
Placing with joy Euphemia's name with your's. 


& 


ODE to tho Memory of Mrs, -FORBES, Lady NEN HALL. 
An life! thou ſhort uncertain blaze, 
Scarce worthy to be wiſh'd or lov'd, 
When by ſtrict death ſo many ways 
So ſoon the ſweeteſt are remov d. 
In prime of life and lovely glow, 
The dear Brucina muſt ſubmit ; 
Nor could ward off the fatal blow, 
With every beauty, grace, and wit. 
If outward charms, and temper ſweet, 
The chearful ſmile, and thought ſublime _ 
Could hve preſerv'd, ſhe ne'er had met 


A change till death had ſunk with time. 


v4 „ 


Her ſoul glanc'd with each heavenly '; ) 
Her form with all theſe beauties fair, 
For which om, brides and mothers pray, 

And wiſh for to their infant care. 
Sow'r ſpleen or anger, paſſion rude, 
|  Thele oppofites to peace and heaven, 
Ne'er pal'd her check, or fir'd her blood: 
Her mind was ever calm and even. 
Come, faireſt nymphs; and gentle ſwains, 
Give loole to tears of tender love; 
Strow fragrant flowers on her remains 
While ſighing round her grave you moves. 
In mournful notes your pain expreſs, 
While with reflection you run o'er, 
How excellent, how good ſhe was ! 
She was! alas l but is no more! 
Yet piouſly correct your moan, 
And raiſe religious thoughts on high, 
After her potlels foul, that's gone 
To joys that ne'er can fade or die. 


On a Slate's falling from a leuſe on Mrs, N. M' Breab, 


WIS Venus angry, and i in ſpite 
Allow'd that ſtane to fa”, 
5 Imagining theſe breaſts ſo white 
* Contain'd a heart of ſhaw? 
Was her wing'd Son fac cankert ſet 
To wound her lovely ſkin, 
Beczuſe his arrows could not get 
'A paſſage | farder in ? 
No; ſhe is to love's goddeſs dear, 
Her ſmiling boy's delight— 
It was ſome hag that doughtna bear 
Sic charms to vex her fight. 
Some filly ſow'r pretending faint, 
In beart an imp of hell, 
W haſe hale religion lies in cant, 
Her vertue in wrang zeal; 
She threw the ſtane, and ettled death; 
But watching Zy lphs flew round. 
To guard dear Maddie froin all ſkaith, 
And quickly cur'd the wound. 


rr ᷣ A n 


-To 


P OE M S. 


＋ my Bud * zuorthy Friends in "IRELAND. A 'n 
REPORT of my DEATH, made and publiied ſeveral 
Elegies, L. tk and 2 very much to my Honour. | 


Sick ix ſhepherds of Hibernia, 
Thank ye for your kind concern a', 
When a fauſe report, beguiling, 

Prov'd a draw-back on your ſmiling ; 3 
Dight your een, and ceaſe your 
Allan: s hale, and well, and living, 
Singing, laughi ung , ſleeping ſoundly, 
Cowing beef, and drinking roundly ; 
Drinking roundly rum and claret, 
Ale and uſquæ, bumpers fair out, 
Supernaculum but ſpilling, 
The leaſt diamond * | KE-2 filing ; ; 
Sowſing ſonnets on the laſſes, 
ral Hounding ſatires at the alles, 
Smiling at the ſurly critics, 
And the pack-horſe of politics ; | 
Painting meadows, ſchaws and mountains, 
Crooking burns and flowing fountains, 
Flowing fountains, where ilk gowan 
Grows RT the borders glowan, 
_ Svelling ſweetly, and inviting 

Poets lays and lovers meeting ; 'F 
Meeting kind to niffer kiſſes, 
Bargaining for better bliſſes. 

Hills in dreary dumps now lying, 
And ye Zephyrs ſwiftly fly ing, 

ye rivers gently turning, 

And ye Philomellas mourning, 
And ye double ſighing echoes, _ 
Ceaſe your ſobbing, tears, and hey ho's: 
Baniſh a' your care and grieving, . 
Allan's _ aud 8 and . yy 


a. Mn... 
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Early up on morning's ſhining, - 
IIka fancy warm refining. 
Giving ilka verſe a burniſh | 
That maun ſecond volume furniſh,. 
To bring in frae lord and. lady 
| Meikle fame and part of ready; 
Splended thing ot conſtant motion, 
Fiſh'd for in the ſouthern ocean; 
Prop of gentry, nerve of battles, 
Prize for which the gameſter rattles ; 
Belzic's banes, deceitfu', kittle, 
Riſking a' to gain a little. 
Pleaſing Philip's tunfu? tickle, - 
Philomel, and kind Arbuckle ; 
Singers ſweet, baith-lads and laſſes, 
Tuning pipes on hill Parnaſſus, 
Allan kindly to you wiſhes 
_ Laſting life, and rowth+of bliſſes; 


And that he may, when ye ſurrender 


Savls to heaven, in numbers tender, 
Give a? your fames a happy heezy, 


And gratcfully immortalize ye. 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD, | 


PASTORAL COMEDY. | 
Infſcribed to the Right Honourable = 
SUSANNA, © 
\. COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN. 


A e 
Tax love of approbation, and a deſire to pleaſe the beſt, 
have ever encouraged the Poets to finiſh their deſigns with 
— _ 8 * own inability 4. ra 
a ſpleen and havghty ill-nature, it is generally an in- 
genious euſtom among them to chooſe ſome honourable ſhade. 
Wherefore I beg Pots to put my "Paſtoral under your | 
Lay ſhip's protection. If my Patroneſs ſays the Shepherds 
peak as 
fowers that beautify the rural wild, I ſhall have good reaſon 
to think myſelf ſafe from-the awkward cenſure of ſome pre- 
tending judges that condemn befbre examination. 5 
I am ſure of vaſt numbers that will croud into your Lady- 
ſhip's opinion, and think it their honour to agree in their 
. with the Counteſs of ons, 2 penetration, 
perior wit, and ſound judgment ſhines with an uncommon 
luſtre, while accompanied with the diviner charms of good- 
neſs and equality of mind. 5 5 
If it were not for offending only your Ladyſhip, here, 


and that there 'are ſeveral natural 


Madam, I might give the fulleſt liberty to my muſe to de- 


lineate the fineſt of women, by drawing your Ladyſhip's cha- 
racter, and be in no hazard of being deemed a flatterer, ſince 


88 _ DEDICATION. 
fattery lies not in paying what's due to merit, but in praiſe 
miſplaced. * „ 
Were I to begin with your Ladyſhip's honourable birth 
and alliance, the field's ample, and preſents us with number. 
leſs great and good Patriots, that have dignified the names 
of Kenney and MoxnTGoMerry : be that the care of the 
| herald and hiſtorian. *Tis perſonal merit, and the heavenly 
ſweetneſs of the fair, that inſpire the tuneful lays : here every 
Leſbia muſt be excepted whoſe tongues give liberty to the 
ſlaves which their eyes had made captives ; Tuch may be flat. Wl Delis 
tered : but your Ladyſhip juſtly claims our admiration and O! « 
profoundeſt reſpe&t ; for whilſt you are poſſeſt of every out. To t 
ward charm in the moſt perfect degree, the never -fading In tl 
beauties of wiſdom and piety, which adorn your Ladyſhip's or r 
mind, command devotion. F Prop 
All this is very true, cries one of better ſenſe than gool The 
nature, but what occaſion have you to tell us the ſun ſhines, I 
when we have the uſe of our eyes, and feel his influence? Inf. 
Very true, but I have the liberty to uſe the poet's privilege, Wl The 
which is, To ſpeak what every body thinks. Indeed there WWF All 
might be ſome ſtrength in the reflection, if the Idalian regi- Wi Hen 
ters were of as ſhort duration as life; but the bard, who WW WI 
fondly hopes immortality, has a certain praiſe-worthy ple Wl Wh 
ſure in communicating to poſterity the fame of diſtinguiſhed Wl Cur 
characters write this laſt ſentence with a hand that trem- Wl yy; 
bles between hope and fear; but if I ſhall prove ſo happy u an 
to pleaſe your Ladyſhip in the following attempt, then all Lo. 
my doubts ſhall vaniſh like a morning vapour: I ſhall hope Bl in 


| to be claſſed with Taſſo and Guarini, and ſing with Ovid, W + 
If *tis allow'd to poets to divine, Pu 

One half of round eternity is mine. — 

; DIS 

| Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient, il © 

and moſt devoted Servant, 5 

: ArTax RAMSAY» | 
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1898 


le Counte/s of EGLIN TOUN, with the falling FOE: 


* ' Acceyer, O Eglintoun ! the rural lays, 

. That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays! | 
fue muſe, that oft has rais'd her tuneful ſtrains, 1 
e A frequent gueſt on Scotia's bliſsful plains, N 
ly WY That oft has ſung, her liſt'ning youth to move, 

Tze charms of beauty, and the force of love, 


Once more reſumes t e ſtill ſucceſsful lay, 

Delighted thro? the verdant meads to ſtray. 

0! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with her repair 

To breathe the balmy ſweets of purer air, 

In the cool evening negligently laid, 

Or near the ſtream, or in the rural ſhade, 

Propitious here, and, as thou hear'ſt, approve 

The GenTLE SHEPHERD's tender tale of love. 
Inſtructed from theſe ſcenes, what glowing * 

Inflame the breaſt that real love inſpires! _ 

The fair ſhall read of ardors, ſighs, and tears, 

All that a lover hopes, and all he fears : 

Hence too, what paſſions in his boſom riſe !_ 

What dawning g Jadneſs ſparkles in his — 

When firſt the ir one, piteous of his fate, 

| Cur'd of hei ſcorn, and vanquiſh'd of her hate, 

With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, 

And bluſhing beauteous ſmiles the kind conſent | 

Love's paſſion here in each extreme is ſhown, 

In Charlot's ſmile, or in Maria's frown. 
With words like theſe, that fail'd not to engage, 

Love courted beauty in a golden age, 

Pure and untaught, ſuch nature f Infoir A, 

Ere yet the fair affected phraſe defir'd. 

His ſecret thoughts were undiſguig'd with art, 

His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart.: 

He ſpeaks his love ſo artleſs and fincere, 

As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 
Heaven only to the rural State beſtows 

Conqueſt o'er life, and freedom from its woes: 

Secure alike from envy and from care, 

Nor rais'd by hope nor yet depreſs'd by fear: 

Nor Want's lean hand its happineſs _ 

** Riches torture with ee gains. 
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The genial hearth firſt bluſh 
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No ſecret gullt its ſtedfaſt peace deſtroys, 

No wild ambition interrupts its joys... 

Bleſt ſtill to ſpend the hours that heav'n has lent, © 
In humble goodneſs, and in calm content: 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll; 

Sinleſs and pure, in fair Humeia's ſoul. 

But now the Rural State theſe joys has loſt :. 
Even ſwains no more that innocence can boaſt ;, 
Love ſpeaks no more what beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. 

Now happineſs forſakes her bleſt retreat, 


The peaceful dwellings where ſhe fix'd her ſeat ; 35 


The pleaſing fields ſne wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright ſober race. 

When on the ſunny hill, or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the ſons of men, 
To crown the pleaſures of the blameleſs feaſt, 
She uninvited came a welcome gueſt ; 

Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Brib'd from their innocence incautious hearts: 


Then grudging hate, and ſinful pride ſucceed, 
Cruel revenge, and falſe unrighteous deed; 


Then dow?rleſs beauty loſt the power to move; 
The ruſt of lucre ſtain'd the gold of love: 
Bounteous no more, and ho ſpitably g good, 

d with ſtrangers blood : :; 
The friend no more upon the friend relies, 
And ſemhlant falſhood puts on truth's diſguiſe : 4. 


be peaceful houſhold fill'd with dire alarms ; 


The Faviſh'd virgin mourns her ſlighted charms ; 


The voice of impious mirth is heard around, 


In guilt they feaſt, in guilt the bowl is crown'd :. 
Unpuniſh'd, Viel lords it o'er the plains, 


And happineſs forſakes the guilty ſwains. 


Oh happineſs ! from human race retir'd, 
Where art thou-to be found by all defir'd ; "oth 
Nun ſober and devout ! why art thou fled, 

To hide in ſhades thy meek contented head ? 


— 1 of aſpect mild! ah why, unkind, 


ſt thou, iſpleas' d the commerce of mankind ? 
01 teach our ſteps to find the ſecret cell, 
Where, with. thy fire Content thou lov'ſt to dwell. 
Or ſay, do'ſt thou a duteous handmaid wait 


Familiar at the chambers of the great ? 


1 99 4 


Do'ſt thou 1 the voice of them that al 
To noiſy revel and to midnight ball? | 
Or the full banquet when we Steal our ſoul, 
Do'ſt thou inſpire the nurth, or mix the bowi? 
on, with th? induſtrious planter do'ſt thou talk, 
Converſing freely in an evening walk? 
Say, does the miſer e' er thy face behold, 
Watchful and ſtudious of the treaſur d gold? 
Secks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much Iov'd pow r, 
Still muſing filent at the morning hour ? 
May we thy preſence hope in war's alarms, 
In Stairs's wiſdom, or in Erſkine? ee, . 

In vain our flatt' ring hopes our ſteps beguile, 
The flying good cludes the ſearcher's 4 
In vain we feek the city or the cell. 
Alone with. virtue knows the power to dwell : 
Nor need mankind deſpair thoſe j joys to know, 
The gift themſelves may on themſelves beſtow : 
Soon, ſoon we might the precious bleſſing boaſt, 
But many paſſions muſt the bleſſing coſt ; 
Infernal 1 inly pining hate, 8 
And envy, grieving at another's ſtate; 
Revenge no more muſt in our hearts remain, 
Or burning luſt, or avarice of gain. 
When thts are in the human boſom nurſt, 
Can peace reſide in dwellings ſo accurſt; 
Unlike, O Eglintoun? thy happy breaſt, 
Calm and ſerene enjoys the heavenly 2 
From the tumultuous rule of paſſio 
fure in thy thought, and Log in thy ww. 
In virtues rich, in goodneſs unconfin'd, 
Thou ſhin'ſt a fair example to thy kind; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's name, 
How ſwift to 3 how gulltleſs to defame? 
Bold in thy neſs appears, 
And bud 5 loſes all its fears: 
dupremely bleſt by heaven, heav'n's richeſt eee, 
Confeſt is thine an early blooming race; i 
Whoſe pleaſing ſmiles ſhall — ut wiſdom _ 
Divine inſtruQion ! taught of thee to charm : 
What tranſports ſhall they to thy ſoul impart _ 
(The conſcious tranſports of a parent's heart) 
1 thou beheld' t t them of each Brace Po poſſeſt, 
and ſighin ouths imp] to be bl 

Vol, Il. * " 
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After OY image form, with charms like thine, | 


Or in the vilt, or the dance to ſhine ? 


Thrice happy ! who ſucceed their mother's praiſe, 
The lovely Eglintouns of other days. 

Mean while, peruſe the following tender ſcenes, 
And liſten to thy native poet's ſtrains : 
In ancient garb the home-bred muſe appears, 


The garb our muſes wore in former years : 


As in a glaſs reflected, here behold 
How ſmiling goodneſs look'd in days of old: 
Nor bluſh to read where beauty's praiſe is ſhown, 


Or virtuous love, the likeneſs of thy own; 


While *midſt the various gifts that gracious heaven 
To thee, in whom it is well-pleas'd, has given, 
Let this, O Eglintoun ! delight thee moſt, 

T” enjoy that Innocence the world has loſt. 


To OH BURCHET, Eig. Secretary of the Admiraly 


_ with the firſt Scene of the GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Tae nipping froſts and drivi ing XY 
Are o'er the hills and far awa ; Rs 
Bauld Boreas ſleeps, the Zephyrs blaw, 
And ilka thing | 
Sae dainty, youthfou, gay and bra? 0 
Invites to ſing. 


Then lets begin by creek of day, 
Kind muſe — to the bent away, 
To try anes mair che landart la, 
With a' thy ſpeed, 
Since Burchet awns that thou can Pla y 
: . Upos the reed. | 


Anes, anes again beneath n wes | 
Exert thy {kill and nat'ral lee, 


In! 
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To him wha hay ſae courteouſly, 
To weaker fight, 

Set theſe ® rude ſonnets ſung by me 
In trueſt licht. 


In trueſt light may a? that's fine 
In his fair character ſtill ſhine, 7 
Sma? need he has of fangs like mine, 

To beet his name; 
For frac the north to ſouthern line, 
Wide gangs his fame, 


His fame, which ever ſhall abide, 
Whilſt hiſt'ries tell of tyrants pride, 
Wha vainly ſtrave upon the tide 

17 invade theſe lands 
Where Britain'f royal fleet doth ride, 
Which ſtill commands. 


Theſe doughty aQtions frae his pen® „ 
Our age, and theſe to come, ſhall ken, 
How ſtubhorn navies did contend x 


Upon the waves, 


How free-born Britons faught like men, . 2 


Their faes like- ſla ves. 


Sae far inſcribing, Sir, to you, 
This country ſang my fancy flew,, 
Keen your juſt merit to purſue ; 

' But ah ! I fear, 
In giving praiſes that are due, 
1 grate Yue: car. 


Yet tent a poet's zealous pray'1 Ts; 
May powers aboon with kindly - care, 
Grant you a lang and muckle ſkair 

Of a' that's good, 
Till unto lan & life and mar | 
he You? ve healthfu' ſtood. 


— 


juſtly and elegantly. 


* Frac his pen. ] His r naval hiſtory, | 


* To weaker 'Gght, Te Fele, &c-1 yt 5 hog me the 
honour of turning ſome of my paſtoral pos into FR 


. 
May never care your bleſſings ſow'r, 
And may the muſes, ilka hour, 
Improve your mind, and haunt your bow'r, 
Pm but a callan : 
| Yet may I pleaſe you, while m your | 
Devoted AL LAN. | 
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THE PERSONS. 
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MEN. 
Sir WILLIAM WORTHY, + 
Pari, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peg _ 
RoGes, a rich young Shepherd, in love with Jenny. 
Gres g two old Shepherds, tenants to Sir William. 


_ GLavp 
aaa 2 Hynd engaged wirb Neps. 


Pry, PERS. to be Glaus' s _ 
2 Glaud's only Daughter. | 
Aust, an old Woman ſuppoſed to be a Witch, 
Er.spa, Symon's Wiſe. 
enen, Glaud's Siſter, 


SCENE, 4 Stepherd's Filage and Field: ſome fro Milk 
from Edinburgh, . 


Time of Action within S hours. | 


_ Firſt Act begins at Eight in the Morning. 

Second AR begins at Eleven in the Forenoon. 
Third Act begins at Four in the Afternoon. 
Fourth Act begins at Nine o' Clock at Night. 

Fifth AR — by me light next Morning. 


Mike 


THE 
GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
PROLOGUE TO THE SCENE. 


Beneath the fouth-fide of a era migy bield, 

Where cryſtal ſprings the haleſome waters yied, 
Twa youthfu* ſhepherds on the gowans lay, 
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May. 
Poor Roger granes, till hollow echoes ring: 
But blyther Patie likes to laugh and ſing. - 


Pari and Ron. 
SANG * | Tone, The wavking of of the faulds, 


PATIE» My Tees i is a young thing, 
Juſt entered in her teens 
Fair as the day, and fweet as May, 

Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My y Peggy | is a young thing, 

Fm not very auld, 

Ya will I like to meet her at 
The eus of the fauld. 


- 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, | | 
Whene er we meet alane, 
I wiſh nae wair to lay my care, 
I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare, 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To all the lave I'm cauld: . 


But ſhe gars a m 0 1 l 
| * wawking 


My Peggy ſmiles ae kindly; EY 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on a? the town, ' 

That I look down upon a crow. 
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. My peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, i 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 


And nathing gi'es me fic delight, 
5 As wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt it is confeſt, f 
By a? the reſt that ſhe bugs "> 
My Peggy ings ſac ſoftly, 
And in her fangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


| 
Tuis ſunny morning, Roger, chears my blood, 
And puts all nature in a jovial mood. 
| How hartſom is't to ſee the riling plants, | 
| To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants ; 
| How haleſome is't to ſnuff the cawler air, 
' | ? And all the ſweets it bears, when void of care! 
. 
| 
| 


%. Wt m..t „ WW uw mm — 2 


What ails thee, Roger, then ? what gars thee grane ? 
Tell me the cauſe of thy ill-ſcaſon'd pain. 

| Roger, I'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate! 

I'm born to ſtrive with hardſhips ſad and great. 
Tempeſts may ceafe to jaw the rowan flood, 
Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood : 

But I, oppreſt with never-ending grief, 

Maun ay deſpair. of lightning on relief. 

Patie. The bees ſhall loath the flow'r, and quit the hi 
The ſaughs on boggie ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
Ere ſcornfu? queans, or lofs of warldly gear, ; 
Shall ſpill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 
Roger. Sue might I ſay; but its no eaſy done 
1 By ane whaſe ſaul's ſae ſadly out of tune. | ; 
Je have ſae ſaft a voice, and ſlid a tongue, 
You are the darling baith of auld and young. 

If I but ettle at a ſang, or ſpeak hs 3h 
They dit their Ibgs, ſyne up their leglens cleek, 
And jeer me hameward frac the loan or bught, 

While I'm confus'd with mony a vezing thought: 

Vet I am tall and as Well built as the, 
Nor mair unlikely to a laſs's eĩx e. 
For ilka ſheep ye have I'll number ten, : 

And ſhould, as ane may think, come farther ben. 
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patie. But ablins, nibour, ye have not a heart, | 

And downa eithly wr? your cunzie parts 

If that be true, what bguifies your gear? 

A miud that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome care. 
Roger. My byar tumbled, nine braw nowt were moor, 

Three elf-· hot were, yet I theſe ills endur'd;: 

In winter laſt my cares were very ſma , 

Tho? ſcores of wathers periſh'd in the dw. ä E 
Patie. Were your bien rooms as thinly ek d as mine, 

Leſs ye wad loſs, and leſs ye wad repine. 

He that has juſt enough can ſoundly 

The o'ercome _ * 22 to keep. | 
Roger. May ow: upon thee for a eros, 

That thou may'It thole — pangs x any mony a loſs : 

0 may ft thou doat on ſome fair paughty wench, 

That ne'er will lout thy lowan drowth to quench: 

Till bris'd beneath the burden, thou ery doo! '! 

And awn that ane may fret that is nac fool. RS 
Patie. Sax good fat lambs, I fauld tham ilka clute 

At the Weſt port, and bought a winſome flute, 

Of plum- tree made, with iv ry virles round? 

A dainty 1 whiſtle; with a pleaſant ſound : 

Vil be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry dool ! 

Than you with all your caſh, ye dowie "nr 
Roger. Na, Patie, na! I'm nae ae churliſh beaſt, 

Some other thing lies heavier at 7 breaſt ; : 0 

I dream d = dreary dream this hin night, n 4; 

That gars my fleſh a' creep yet with the fright. 
Patie. Now, te a friend, how ſilly's this n 

To ane wha you and a“ your ſecrets kens; 

Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide *: 

Your well ſeen love, and dorty y's pride: 

Take courage, Roger, me your tell, 

And ſafely think nane kens them but your ſell. 

| Roger. Indeed now, Patie, ye have gueſs d o 'er ne, 

And there is nathing I'll keep up frac you, - 

Me dorty Jenny looks upon aſquint z 

To ſpeale but till- her I dare hardly mint: 

In ilka place ſhe jeers me air and late, 

And gars me look bombaz d, and unko blate: 

But yeſterday [met her-yoot a know; 2 

She fled as frac a ſhelly-coated ko w). 255 

She Bauldy looes, Bauldy that drives the car, = 

. tar. 


A s ſhe came ſxiffing o'er the dewy green: 
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Patie. But Bauldy looes not her, right well 1 wat; 
He ſighs for Neps ;---ſac that may ſtand for that. 

| Roger. I wiſh I cou'dna looe b but in vain, 
4 ſtill maun doat, and thole her proud diſdain, 

Ld, Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 
Till he . fair ſhe Aral the poor dumb tyke 3 
If I had ld a nook within her breaſt, 
She wad have ſhown more kindneſs to my beaſt, | 
When I begin to tune my ſtock and horn, - - 
With a' her face ſhe has a cauldrife ſcorn. 
Laſt night I play'd, ye never heard fic few 4: 
O'er Bogie? was the ſpring, and her delyte : 
Yet tautingly ſhe at her couſin ſpear'd, 
Gif ſhe could tell what tune I play'd, and ſncer'd. 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 
I'll break, my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 

Patie. Een do ſac, Roger, wha can help wiſhuck 
Seabins ſhe be ſic a thrawin gabbit chuck, 
Yonder's a craig, ſince ye have tint all hope, 

Gae till't your ways, and take the lover's lowp. 
| Roger. I negdna mak fic ſpeed my blood to ipill, 
I'll warrant death come ſoon enough a-will. 

Patie. Daft gowk : leave aff that fill, whingin way; 
Seem careleſs, there's my hand ye'Il win the day. 
Hear how 1 ſerv'd my laſs I love as well 
As ye do Jenny, ils with heart as leel. 
| Laſt morning I was gay aud early out, 

Upon a dyke I lean'd, glowring about, 
I ſaw my Meg come linkan o'er the lee; 
1 ſaw my Meg, but Peggy ſaw na me: 
For yet the ſun was wading throu' the miſt, 
And ſhe was:cloſe upon me e er ſhe wiſt, 
Her coats were kiltit, and did ſweetly ſhaw r 
Her ſtraight bare legs that whiter were than ſnaw. 
Her .cockernony ſnooded up fou fleck, 
Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek ; 
Her cheeks ſac ruddy, and her cen ſac — 

And O! her mouth's like ony hinny pear. 
Neat, neat ſhe was, in buſtine waiſtcoat clean, 
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Blythſome, I cry'd, my bonny Meg, come d 
I ferly wherefore ye re ſo ſoon aſteer? 

But I can gueſs, ye'er gawn to gather dew; 

She ſcour'd awa, and ſaid, — that to vou? 
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Then fare ye veel, Meg. Doms, and e'en's ye like, 
] carcleſs cry*d, and Jap in o'er the dyke. \ 

I trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a crack, 

She came with a right thieveleſs errand back: 

Miſcaw'd me firſt then bad me hound my 

To wear up three waff ews ſtray'd on the — So 

I leugh ; and ſae did ſhe ; then with great haſte 

I clalp'd my arms about her neck and wailt ; 

About her yielding waiſt, and took a fouth | 

Of fweeteſt kiſſes frac her glowing mouth. 

While hard and faſt I he her in m grips, 

My very ſaul came lowping to my 1 

Sair, fair ſhe flet wi' me *tween ilka ſmack, 
n 

Dear Roger, when o on her gloom, 

Do ye ſac too, 9 thumb. 85 
Seem to forfake ber, ſoon ſhe'll change her mood : 
W RY Tor IT. . 


SANG IL rwe, Fy gar n be o'r with Se | 


Dar Roger, if your 
And e A a, 8 
Seem unconcern'd Oo 
For women in a man del 
But them deſpiſe who're foon defeat, 
And with a ſimple face give way 
To a repulſc---then be not blate, - 
Puſh bauldly on and. win the day. 
When maidens, innocently young, 
Say often what they never mean; 71 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue; $ 
Eb l v0 of their cen: 


Tons 8 bs 
Seek iſe whers e be beter fat, 
And let her Tgh vin. "pwn Inte, 


3 Kind Patie, now fair fa 1 heart, 
Teen fac cadgy, and have fic an art 

To hearten ane: for now, as clean's a leck, 

lere chef me fince ye began to ſpeak: | 


- 
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Sac, for your pains, I'll make ye u propine, 7 
(My mother, reſt her ſaul ! ſhe made it ſine ); 
A tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawſtock woo,' 

Scarlet and green ** ſets, the borders blue: 
With ſpraings like gowd and filler croſs'd with black ; 


5 I never had it yet upon my back. 


Weel are ye wordy o't, wha have hae kind 
Red up my reavel'd-doubts, and clear'd my mind. 
Patie. Weel, ha'd ye there---and fince ye ve frankly made 
To me a preſent of your brae new plaid, _ 
My flute's be yours, and ſhe too that's fac nice, 
Shall come a-will, gif ye'll take my advice. 
Roger. As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to obſerv't ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſerv*t ; 
Now tak it out and gie's a bonny ſpring ; 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and fing.-- 
Patie. But firſt we'll take a turn up to the [ROY B 
And ſee gif all, our flocks be feeding right: 
Be that time bannocks, and a ſſiave of cheeſe, 
Will make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe : 
. pleaſe the dentieſt gabs, were they fie . 
To ſeaſon meat with health, inſtead of ſpice. 
When we have tane the grace drink at this well, 
In whiſtle ſyne, 21 TY c 70 like TAY. Creunt. 


SCENE II. 


rn 0LOGUE. 


A flowrie howm between twa verdant bracs. 
Where laſſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their claiths, 
A troting burnĩe wimpling throw the ground, 
Its channel peebles, ſhining ſmooth and round, 
Here view twa barefoot beguties clean and clear; 
Firſt pleaſe your eye then gratify your ear ; 
While Jenny wes ſhe wiſhes „en 
And Meg vith better ſenſe true love defends. | 


| Pacer and Jexxr, 


Jenny Cone, Meg, let's fa? to wark upon this green, 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean; | 


mES9OgISpS 4tS tEIE 


reren FHEiSbtD>S SSA MmH> 
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The water's clear, the lift unclouded blew, 
Will make them like a lily wet with dew. | 
Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 
Where a' that's ſweet in {prin OT HOVE + © 
Between twa birks, out 0 er a little lin, 
The water fa's, and makes a ſing and din : 
A pool thy Fan beneath as 4 as glaſs, 
Kiſſes with eaſy whirles the bord”ring graſs. 
We'll end our waſhing, while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh our ſclis---"tis healthfu* now in May, 
And ſweetly cauler on fac warm a day. 
Jenny. Daft laſſie, when we're naked, what'll ye fay 
Giff our twa herds come brattling down the brae 
And ſee us fac ? that jeering fallow, TR. > 
Wad taunting ſay, Haith laſſes ye're no blate. 
Peggy. We're far frac ony road, and ought of ſight ; ; 
The lads they're feeding far beyont the bight ; 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, we're our lane, 
| What gars ye plague your wooer with diſdain? 
The neighbours a? tent this as well as I: 
That Roger Joo's ye, yet ye care na by. 
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa, 
He's wordy you the beſt day cer ye ſaw. 
Jenny. 1 dinna like him, Peggy, there's an end, 
A herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. 
He kames his hair indeed, and right ſnug, 
With ribbon-knots at his blue 2 lug; 
Whilk penſylic he wears a- thought a-jee, - 
And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee. 
He falds his owrely down his breaſt with care, 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair; 
For a' that, he can neither ling nor ſay, 
Except, How d' ye ?—-or, There's a bonny PIT . 


* : 


Peggy. Ye daſh the lad with conſtant flighting pride. : 


F 12 

ell if his love grow cauld, 

What 8 Res) maiden, when ſhe's auld ? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 
That for ſome feckleſs whim will orp- and * 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner's pw” 

And ſyne the fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, . 
Or ſcart anither's lea vings at the laſt. , 
Fy, Jenny, think and dinna fit your time. 
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SANG III. Tune, Polwart on the Green, 


The dorty will repent, 
I lover's heart grow cauld, 
And nane her ſmiles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld. 


"The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats tho? hunger crave. 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 

Ancd's laught at by the lave. 


They jeſt it till the dinnei's paſt, 
Thus by itſelf abus d, 
The fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they've refus'd. 


. 


Jenny. I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 
_ Peggy. Nor I---but love in whiſpers lets us ken, 
That men were made for us, and we for men. 

Jenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himſcll, 

For fic a tale I never heard him tell, 

He glowrs and ſighs, and I can gueſs the cauſe: 

But wha's oblig'd to ſpell his hums and haws ? 
Whene er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 

I'fe tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. 

They're fools that ſlav'ry like, and may be free; 
The chiels may a' knit up themſelves for me. 


Peggy. Be doing your ways ; for me I have a mind ; 


| To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 


Jenny. Heh, laſs ! how can ye loo that rattle full 2 


A very deel, that ay maun have his will. 

We ſoon will hear what a poor feightan life 

You twa will lead, ſae ſoon's ye'er man and wife. 
Peggy. I'Il rin the riſk, nor have I ony fear, „ 

But rather think ilk langſome-day a year, 4 

Till I with pleaſure mount my bridal bed,. 

Where on my Patie's breaſt I'll lean my head. 

| There he may kiſs as lang as kiſſing's good, 

And what we do, there's nane dare call it rude. 
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He's get his will: why no? *tis good my part 

To give him that, and he'll give me his heart. 
Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 

Mak meikle o' ye, with an unco fraiſe, _ 
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And daut ye baith afore fowk, and your lane: 

But ſoon as his newfangleneſs is gane, 

He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, ; wt? 
And think he's tint his freedom for your lake. ES 1 
Inſtead then of lang days of ſweet dely te, | 
Ae day be dumb, and a? the neiſt be ll flyte: 

And may be, in his barlichoods, ne er Nick | 

To lend his 2 wife A er lick. 


SANG Iv. Tune, O dear woher, what ſhall 1 do? 


O dear Peggy, Love's beguiling, 

We ought not to truſt his ſmiling; 
Better far to do as I do, | 

Leſt a harder luck betide you. 
Laſſes, when their fancy's carry'd, , 
Think of nought but to be marry'd ; . 

Running to a life deſtroys © 

Heartſome, free, and youthfir joys. 


Peggy. Sic coarle ſpun thoughts as that want ith to. 


move 
My ſettl'd mind; I'm Oer far gane in love. 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 
But want of him I dread nae other ſkaith, | 
There's nane of a? the herds that tread the green 
Has fic a ſmile, or fic twa glancing een. 
And then he ſpeaks with fic a taking art. 
His words they chirle Jike muſic thro? my heart ; „ 
How blythly can he ſport, and gently rave, 
And jeſt at little fears that fright the lave. 
Ilk day that he's alane upon the hill, 25 
He reads fell books that teach him meikle {kill ; 
He is but what need I Jay that or this, 
I'd ſpend a month to tell you what he is! 
lu a? he ſays or does, there fic a gate, 
The reſt ſeem coofs compar'd with my dear Pate, 
His better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure: 
Il nature hefts in ſauls are weak and poor. 
Vol. II. I 
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SANG v. Tune, How can 1 be fad on my weddingday? | 


How ſhall I be ſad when a buſband I "FA 
That has better ſenſe than ony of thae | 
Sour weak ſilly fellows, that ſtudy like fools,” 


To fink their ain joy, and make» their wives ſnools. 


The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wite, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages lirife's 
He praiſes her virtue, and ne'er will abuſe 

Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 


Jenny. Hey Bonny Laſs of Brankſome,? or't be lang, 


Your: witty Pate will put you in a fang. 
O' tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride ; 
Syne whindging getts about your ingle-fide, 
Yelpiog for this or that with fatheous din: 
To make them brats then ye maun toil and ſpin. 
Ae wean fa's ſick, an ſcads itſelf wi? brue, 
Ane breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe. 


The © Decl ga'es o'er John Wabſter :? hame grows bell; 


When Pate miſcaus ye war than tongue can tell. 


Peggy. Yes it's a? heartlome thing to be a wife, 


When round the ingle-edge young ſprouts are rife. 
Gif I'm ſae happy, I ſhall have delight 


To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 


Wow, Jenny! can there greater pleaſure be. 
Than {re ſic wee tots toolying at your knee; 
When a' they ettle a. their Ia wilh, 
Is to be made of, and obtain a krls ? 
Can there be toll in tenting day and night 
The like of them, when love makes care wm, C 
eum. But Poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a', 
Gif o'er your heads ill chance 4 
There little love or canty chear can come 
Frae duddy doublets, and à pantry toom, 
Your nowt may die the ſpate may bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay--- 
The thick blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blaſhy thows, 
May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews 
A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheeſe, 
Rut or the day of payment breaks and flees. 
With glooman brow the laird feels in his rent: 
Tis no to gie; your merchant's to the bent: 


Id begg'ry draw: 


ed ; 
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His r maunna want; he poinds your gear 1 
Syne driven frae houle and hald, where will ye ſteer? 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a ſingle life; 
Treth, it's nae mows to be a married wiſe, 
Peggy. May fic ill luck befa' that filly ſhe 
Wha has fic fears, for that was never me. 
Let fowk bode weel, and ſtrive to do their beſt : 
Nac mait”s requir'd ; let heaven make out the reſt, Ty 
I've heard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, | | 
That lads ſhould a' for wives that's vertuous pray 3 
For the maiſt thrifty man could never get 
A well ſtor'd room, unleſs his wife wad let: 
Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raiſe my Shepherd's heart: 
Whate'er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, 
And win the vogue, at market, tron, or fair, 
For healſome, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware, 
A flock of lambs, cheeſe, butter, and ſome wooy 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the Jaird his due: 
Syne a? behind's our ain----thus without fearg” 
With love and rowth we throw the warld will ſteer ; 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He'll bleſs the day he gat me for his wife, 
Jenny. But what if ſome yo young giglit on the green, 
With. danpled checks, and twa bewitching een, "O85: 
Shou'd gar your Patie think his half worn Meg, 
And her kend kiſſes, hardly worth a feg ? 
Peggy» Nae mair of that Dear Jenny, to be „ 
There's ſome men conſtanter in love than we 
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has bleſt them with folidty of minds 
They'll reaſon caumly, and with kindneſs. fmile, 
When our ſhort paſſions wad our peace — 
dae, whenſoe'er they {light the ir maiks at hame, 
Tis ten to ane their wives are maiſi to blame. 
Then I'll employ with pleaſure a' my art 
To keep him cheerfu? and ſecure his heart: 
At ev'n, when he comes weary frae the hill, 
I'll have a? things made realy to his will? 
In winter, when he toils throw wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a mm hearth ſtane ; 


mw 


And ſoon as he flings by his plaid and lat, f 12 | 
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_ Clean hag-abag Vl ſpread upon his board, 

And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford: 

Good humour and white bigonets ſhall be 

Guards to my face to keep his love for me. 

Jenny. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld, 
* dozens down to nane, as fowk grow auld; 
Peggy. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne'er find 

The lots of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their bairns make ſure a firmer tye, i 
Than aught in love the like of us can fpy5s _ 

See york twa elms that grow up ſide by ide, | 
Suppoſe them ſome years ſyne bridegroom and bride; 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preſt, 18 580 
Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, 

And in their mixture now are fully bleſt: 

This ſhields the other frae the eaſtlin blaſt ; 
That in return defends it frae the weſt. 

Sic as ſtans fingle (a ſtate ſae lik'd by you !) 

Beneath ilk ſtorm frac every airth maun bow. a 

Jenny. I've done — I yield, dear laſſie, I maun yi, 
Your better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 

With the affiſtance of a little fae 

Lies dern'd within my breaft this mony a day. 


SANG VI. Tune, Nanfy's to the green-wood bene. 1 


I yield, dear laſſie, ye have won, 
And there is nae denying, 

That fure as light flows frae the fun, | 
Frae love proceeds complying ; | 

For a? that we can do or ſay . 
*Gainſt love nae thinker heeds us, 

| They ken our boſoms lodge the 1 

That by the heartſtrings lead us. 


Peggy. Alake, poor pris*ner ! Jenny, that's no fair, 
That ye'll no let the wie thing take the air : 
Haſte, let him out, we'll tent as wells we can, 

Gif he de Bauldy's or poor Roger's man. 

Jenny. Anither time sas good — for ſee _ ſun | 

Is right far up, and we're not yet begun ; 
To f cath the greath : if canker'd Madge, c our aunt, 

Come up the burn ſhe'll gies a wicked ran Wes: 
But when we've done, I'Il tell ye a' my 5 ba; „ 
For this ſeems true no laſs ean be unkind. [Ex. 


ts 5er 


Cxit 1 
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| PROLOGUE. | 


A mug thack 3 before the door a green ; 
Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are ſn. 

On this fide ſtands a harn, on that a byar: 

A peet ſtack joins, and forms a rural ſquare. . 

The houſe is Glaud's —There you may ſee him jean 
And to bis divet ſeat invite his frien. | : 


Grup and SYMONe | | 


Glaud. Onan nibour Symon— cc come fir hows, | 


And gie's your cracks — What's the news in town | 1 

They tell me ye was in the ither day, 

And ſauld your Crummock, and her baſſand quey. 

Ill warrant ye've coſt a pund of cut and dry: 

Lug out your box, and gie's a pipe to tr). 
Symone With a' my heart—and tent me now, auld boy, 

Pre gather'd news will kittle your mind wnh . . 

cou'dna reſt till I came o'er the burn, 

To tell ye things have taken lic a turn, 

Will gar our vile oppreſſors ſtend like tlacs, 

And ſkulk in hidlings | on the ether braes. 


Claud. Fy blaw Ah, 5y mir! rattling cel. ne'er ſtand 


To cleck and ſpread the groſſeſt lies aff hand, 

Whilk ſoon flies round like will-fire far and near: 

But looſe your poke, be't true or fauſe let's hear. 
Symon. Seeing's believing, Glaud, and 1 R been 

Hab, that abroad has with our maſter been, 

Our brave good maſter, wha right wiſely mal 

And left a fair eſtate to ſave his head, . 

becauſe ye ken fou well he bravely chaſe,. 

To ſhine or ſet in glory with Montroſez , 

_ Cromwell's gane to Nick; and one: ca'd Monk 

play'd the Rumple a right flee degunk, 3 

lan ay fr ng Charles; and ilka thing's.in tune 

and Habby 2 ys, we'll ſee Sir William ſon. | 
Glaud, That makes me blyth indeed but dinna av, | 

Tell oer your news again! and ſwear tilt 2's | 


I 3 
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And faw ye Hab! and what did Halbert fay ? 


* They have been cen a dreary time away. 


| Nos God be thanked that our laird's come hame ; + 
And his eſtate, ſay, can he eithly claim? 


Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do't again, 
And good 8 William ſall * his ain. 


Symon. They that hag- rid us till our guts. did g grane, | 


SANG vu. Ta Cauld Kale in | Aberdeen 


— 


Cauld be the rebels caſt, p oy : 


Oppreſſors baſe and AOFM 
I hope we'll ſee them at the laſt - 
Strung a' up in a woody. 


Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high in ſtation, 
That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conlcients, king, and nation, 


Glaud. And may he han, for never did 55 hat 
uh in our thriving with a racket rent; 

or grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe”. 
Our mailens, when we put on Sunday's claiths. 
Symon. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs faucy a airy 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare; | 
« Put on your bonnet, Symon— tak a 88 


How's all at hame? — How's Elſpa 2— How does K ate! 


How ſells black cattle ? - What gies-woo this year * as] 
And ſic like n . wad be ſpear. 


saxe VIII. Tune, Macking of Geordy's byar 


"The laird who in riches and honour - 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 

Nor rack the poor tenants who labour 
To riſe aboon poverty : 

Elſe like the pack-horſe that's unfother'd 
And burthen'd, will tumble down faint ; 

Thus virtue by hardlhips are fmother'd, 

7 2 rackers aft tine their rent. 


* 


THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Glaud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glaſſes clean, b 
Whilk in our breaſt rais'd he a bly thſome flame, 
W 4s gart me mony a time gae dancing hame, | 
| My heart's een rais'd !— Dear nibour, will ye ſtay, 
And tak your dinner here with me the day:. . - 
4 | We'll ſend for Elſpith too=and upo? fight, _ 
il whiſtle Pate and Roger frac the height. 
pl yoke my fled, and ſend to the neiſt town, 5 
And bring a draught of ale, baith ſtout and brown; 
And gar our cottars a', man, wife, and wean, 
Drink ?till they tine the gate to ſtand their lane. 
Symon. I wadna bauk my friend his 1 deſign, 
Gif that it hadna firſt of a' been mine: 
For here- yeſtreen | brew'd a bow of maut, 
Yeſtreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat; 
A furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, : 
And a large ham hangs reſting i in the nook: 
I law myſell, or I came o'er the loan, 
Our meikle pot, that ſcads the whey, put on, To 
A mutton bouk to boil - and ane we'll roaſt ; DEE | | 
And on the haggies Elſpa ſpares nae coſt . 
Small are they , and ſhe'can mix fou nice 
The guſty ingans with a curn ner + 
Fat are the puddings — heads and feet will . 1 
And we've invited nibours auld and young, 
To paſs this afternoon with glee and game, 
And | driok our Maſter's health and welcome bame 3 So 
Ye mauna then refuſe to join the reſt, 
Since ye) re my neareſt fi jend that I like beſt : : 
Bring wi'ye all your family ; and then, 
Whene'er you pleaſe, PI * wi you again. 
Glaud. Spoke like ye'r ſell, auld-birky, never fear 
But at your banquet I ſhall firſt appear: Re? 
Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld; _ 
Auld, faid 1!— Troth, I'm younger be a ſcore, 
With this good news, then what I was before: 
1 1 PORTER oy. hear? 


ah Enter Mapex. | 
Madge. The man's gane .- Symon wean? 
heres 


— 


1 
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What wad ye, Glaud, with a? this haſte and din 0 
Ye never let a body fit to ſpin. 
Glaud. Spin ! Snuff! —Gac break your . and burn 
your tow, | 
And ſet the meikheld post ſtack in a low ; 
Syne dance about the bane fire till ye die. 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William ſcr. 
Madge. Blyth news indeed! — And wha was't tald 
you ot. 
Glaud. What's that to you ?—Gae get my Sunday 
„ ell; 
Wale out the whiteſt of my bobit den; ; 
My whyt ſkin hoſe, and mittans for my hands: 
Then frae their waſhing.cry the bairns in haſte, 
And make ye 'r ſells as trig, heed feet, and waiſt, 
As ye were a' to get young lads or een ; 
For we're gawn o'er to dine with Sym hedeen, | 
Symon. Do, honeſt Madge —and, Glaud, Pl oer the 
gate. 


And ſee that a be done as I wad hae't* [Exeunt. 


25 E N E I. 
PROLOGUE. 


The open felt ——A cottage in a glen, 

An auld wife ſpinning at the funny end. 

At a ſmall diſtance by a blaſted tree, 

With falded arms and baff rais d look, ye ſec 


Barbe dis laine. 


Jau ldy. Wears t this —1 enn bear t! ? r war than 
| hell, 
To be ſac ba with love, * a tell! 

O Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning day, 
Sweeter than gowany glens or ewa hays _ 
Blyther than lambs that friſk out o'er the knows 
Straighter than aught that in the foreſt grows. 
Her een the cleareſt blob» of dew out-ſhines ; 

The lily in her breaſt its beauty tines: | 
Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her — 
Wwl be * dced, that n ſeen +. 
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For Pate Joon her !—waes me! and ſhe loes Pate ; 
And I with Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, 
Made a daft vow i- O! but ane be a beaſt, 
That makes raſh aiths till he's afore the prieſt. 
1 darena ſpeak my mind, elſe a? the three, 
But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy: 
'1is fair to thole I'll try ſome . art, 
To break with ane and win the other's heart. 
Here Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſma price, 
Can calt her cantraips, and give me advice: : 
She can o'ercaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 
And mak the deils obedient to her crune : 
At midnight hours, o'er the kirk-yard ſhe raves, 
And how ks unchriſten'd weans out of their grows: 3 
Boils up their livers in a warlock's pow : 
Rins witherſhins about the hemlock low, 1 
And ſeven times does her prayers backwards x 
Till Plotock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, 
Mixt with the venom. of black taids =. oy 15 
Of this unſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes | 
Of any ane ſhe hates ·— and gars expire 
With ſlaw and racking pains afore a ſire, 
3 of prins; the desu pietures vat; 

pain by fowk repreſent is „ 
And — TEA ay, be kens — mth; | 
When ane like me comes rinning to the gel 2 1 


eee MT, 

To ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt Im fear'd: ne ee 

but | ines Bets} r Va 

They eile, fl thu dil n lf die ac [Tait 
SCENE. un. 4 


PROLOGUE 


A kail-yard, a little fount, 
Nene water poplin ſprings, 


There fits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet ſhe ſpins and ings. 


SANG IX. Tune, Carle, and the King e come. 


Mauſe, PEGGY, now the king's come. 
Peggy, now the king's come, 
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Thou may dance, and 1 ſhall gag 
Peggy, ſince the king's come; 
Nae mair the haukeys ſhalt thou milk, 
But change thy plaiding-coat * ilk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, | | 
Now, Peggy ſince the * come. 


Enter Berber. g 


Bauldy. How does auld honeſt lucky: of the oy + 
' Ye look baith hale and feir at threeſcore ten. 
Mauſe. E'en twining out a thread with little div, 
And becking my cauld limbs afore the ſun. 0 
What brings my bairn this gate ſac air at morn? 
Is there nae muck to lead to threſh, nae corn? 
Bauldy. Enough of baith—But ſomething that requite 
Your helping ha now all my caves. 
 __ Mauſe, My helping hand, alake ! what can I do 
That 7 baith eild and poortith bow? 
Bauldy. Ay, but you're wiſe, and wiſer far than we, 
Or maiſt part of the pariſh tells a lie. 
|  Mauſe. Of what hind wiſdom think ye Paz poſſeſt, 
That lifts my character abook the reſt? 
Bauldy. The word thas gangs, how yore fac wiſe an 


| Ye'll may be tak it A gif I foud tell. 

Mauſe. What fowk ſay of me, Bauldy, tet me bear; 

Keep naithing up, ye naithing have to fear. 

 Bauldy. Well, fince ye bid me, I ſhall tell yew 

Td ili wwe talks about you, but a flaw : 15 

When laſt the wind made ” Glad a roofleſs barn ; 

| When laſt the burn bore dowu my mither's yarn ; 
When Brawny elf-fhot never mair came hame; 

When Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came; 

When Beſſy Freetock's chuffy checked wean 

To a fairy turn'd, and coud'na ſtand its lane; 

When Wattie wander'd ae night thro? the ſhaw, 
And tint himſell amaiſt amang the ſnaw ; _ 

When Mungo's mare ſtood ſtill, and frat wr fright 

When he brought eaſt the Howdy under night; 

When Bawſy ſhot to dead upon the green 

And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen; 

You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out: 

And ilka ane here dreads ye round about; 


* 
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nd fac they may that mean to do ye ſaith; | ö 
For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith's : 5 un 
gut hen I neiſt make grots, Fl ftrive to pleaſe | „„ | 

70u with a furlet of them mixt with peaſe, 1 
Mauſe. I thank ye, lad, — now tell me your . 
nd, it 1 can, I'Il lend my helping hand. | 
Bauldy. Then, I like Peggy——Neps is fond of me—= Y_ 
Peggy likes Pate; — and Patie's bauld and flee, 
nd looes ſweet Meg-—But Neps I downa ſee— 
; — of turn Patie's love to Neps, and then 

y's to me, — I'd be the happieſt man. 

e. PI try my art to gar the bowls row W 
dee gang your ways and come again at night ; 

bGainſt that time I'll ſome ſimple things prepare, 

Vorth all your peaſe and groats, take ye na care. 
Bauldy. Well, Mauſe, of come, gif I the road can fnd; 
Put if ye raiſe the de'il he'll raiſe the wind; 
Sync rain, and thunder, may be, when ?tis late. TW: 

fil make the night ſac mirk, I'll tine the _ 

cre a? to rant in Symmieꝰs at a feaſt, 
D will ye come like badrans for a jeſt ; 

nd there ye can our different haviours ſpy; 
deres nane ſhall ken o't there but you and J. 
Mauſe. Tis hke I tnay—but let na on what's nk DP 
ween you and me, elſe fear a kittle caſt, _ 
W Bauldy. If I aught of your ſecrets &er advance, | 
i Ears Dea me ka . [it. 


Mars her lane. 
This fool imagines, as do mony es... 
hat I'm a witch in compact with Auld Nick, 
becauſe by education I was taught 
0 e and act aboon their common thought: 
heir groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear; 
Soon ſhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here. 
Now ſince the royal Charles, and 3 reſtor d, 
ſhepherdeſs is daughter to a lord. 
e bonny foundling that's 2 = Fd . 
Wha has an uncle's care on her beſto 
Her infant life I ſav'd, when a falſe = 
Bowl to th? Uſurper, and her death defign'd, 
o eſtabliſh him and his in all theſe plains 
by right — to her pertains ; 


- * 
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She's now in her ſweet bloom, has blood and charms 
Of too much value for a ſhepherd's arms ; 

None knows't but me; and if the morn were come, 
T'll tell them tales will gar them all ſing dumb. 


| LSE SCENE IV. 
| "Dx PROLOGUE 


5 Behind a tree upon the bude, 
| Pate and his Peggy meet, 
| In love without a vicious ſtain, 
The bonny laſs and chearfu? ſwain 
x”. vows and kifſes ſweet, 


Abi and Pat 


Peggy. O Patie, let me gang, I-mauna ſtay; 
| We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny ſhe's. awa 
Puatie. Um laith to part fac ſoon; now we're © dne. 
And Roger he's away with Jenny gane ; 
They're as content, for aught I hear or ſee, 
To be alane themſelves, 1 judge, as we, 
Here, where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean : | 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads, 
How faft the weſtlin winds ſough through the reeds. 
Peggy. The ſcented meadows—birds—and healthy breeze, 
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. 
Patie. Ye wrang me ſair, to doubt my being kind; 
In ſpeaking ſae, ye ca? me dull and blind, 
Gif I cou'd fancy aught's ſac ſweet or fair 
As my ſweet Meg, or worthy of my care. 
Thy breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, 
Thy cheek and breaſt the fineſt flow'rs appear: 
Thy words excel the mailt delightfu* notes, 
That warble through the merle or mavis* throats ; 
With thee I tent nae flowers that buſk the field, 
Or ripeſt berries that our mountains yield ; 
The ſweeteſt fruits that hing upon the tree, 
Are far inferior to a kiſs of thee. | 
Peggy. But Patrick for ſome wicked I may ficech, 
And lambs ſhould tremble when the * OO 
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| darena ſtay,—ye joker, let me gang, 
or ſwear yell never tempt to do me wrung. 
Patie. Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the bairn fits ſmiling on her la:: 
Ine fun ſhall change, the moon to change ſhall ceaſe,” 

WThe gaits to clim—the ſheep to yield the flecce, . 
Ere ought by ine be either ſaid or don. 10 
Shall do thee wrang, I ſwear by all aboon. 

Peggy · Then keep your aith - But mony lads will beer, 
And be manſworn to twa in half a ear; 

Now I believe ye like me wonder weel; 
But if anither laſs your heart ſhou'd deal, 7 
Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate, 
How ſhe was dauted anes by faithleſs Pate. 
Potis, I'm ſure 1 canna change, ye needna fear, 
Tho! we're but young, I've loo'd you mony a year: 
1 mind it well, u hen thou coud'ſt hardly gang, . 
Or lifp out words, I choos'd ye frac the * 
Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
Aft to the tanſy know or raſhy ſtrand; 
Thou ſmiling by my ſide I took delight | 
To pou the raſhes green, with roots ſac white, 
Of which, as well as my young fancy cou'd, gh 
For thee I plet the flow'ry belt and ſnood. Pe 

Peggy. When firſt thou gade with to the hill, 
And 1 to milk the ews firſt try'd my ſxi RY 
To bear a leglan was nae toil to me, : 

When at the bught at ein 1 met with che. 


$ANG X. Tune, « Winter 1 was cauld, and my cane 


was thin.“ 


rer 


When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green n bill, 
And I at — firſt ſey d my young 8 
Io bear the milk bowie no pain was to me, Fs, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd wath thee * ES 
Paatie. | 

When corn riggs wav'd yellow, and blew hether bells 
Blocm'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells. 
Nae birns, brier, or breckens gave trouble to me, 
if I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

Vol. II. K 


116 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


1 a | Pe; 

When thou ran, „ the une, 
And came off the victor, my heart was ay fain 

Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 
nn 

Patie. 

Our Jenny Gaga ſaftly the Cowden broom knows; 
And Roſie lilts ſwiftly the Milking the ews ; 
There's few Jeuny Nettles like Nanſy can fing, 

At Throw the wood, laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring. 

But when my dear Peggy ſings with better Kill, | 
Ihe Boatman, Tweed - ide, or the Laſs of the mill, 
'Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; : 
For tho? they {ing hn tag retard 

1 

How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire ? 

And praiſes ſac kindly increaſes love's fire ; 

Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 

To make myſelf better and — for thee. 


Patie. When corns grew yellow, and the hether-bells , 
Bloom'd bonny on the moor and riling fells, oh 
Nae birns, or briers, or whins e'er troubled me, 

Gif I cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee. 

Peg. When thou didſt wreſile, run, or put the ſtane, 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain; 

At all thele ſports thou ſtill gave joy to me; 

For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt with thee. 

Farie. Jenny * 

And Roſie lilts the Milking of the ews ; 

There's nane, like Nanſy, Jenny Nettles ſings : 

At turns in Maggy Lawder, Marion dings : 

But when my Peggy fings with ſweeter ſkill, 

The Boatman, or the Laſs of Patie's mill, 

It is a thouſand tiines mair ſweet to me; 

Tho' they ſing well they canna ſing like thee. x 

Peg. How eith can laſſes trow what we deũre, 

And, roos'd by them we love, blaws up the fire: 
But wha loves beſt, let time and carriage try ; 

Be couſtant, and my love ſhall time defy. 

Be ſtill as now, and a' my care ſhall be, | 
How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 
Patie. Wert thou a giglit gawky like the le, 

Tl. ax little better than our now t * 


ſaft the Broom of Comden-knows, 


=” EI 


— 
A. 
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kt naught they'll ferly, ſenſeleſe tales mn 

Be blyth for ſilly hechts, for trifles grieve— 

Sic ne%er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how 

Either to keep a prizes, or yet prove true: 

But thou in better ſenſe, without a flaw 

As in thy beauty far excels them a. 

Continue kind, and a” my care ſhall be, 

How to contrive what caling is for thee. - 
Peg. A — but bearken, yon's = aunty's cry. 

] ken they'll onghly what can make us | 
Patie. And let them ferly, — now a kind kin, 

Of fiveſcore good anes wad not be amiſs; 

And ſyne we'll fing the ſang with tunefu? glee, . 

That 1 made up laſt owk on you and me. 
Peggy. Sing firſt, free Bika yew * 

Patie. . | agree. . 


SANG XI. To its ne Tunes 


Pens. Lang-] 
by the delicious wagmneſs of mouth, 
lud rowing eye that ſiniling tells the truth, 
I gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as I, 

Lore made for love, and why dea ye deny ? 

Peggy. [ſings] 

But ken 5e led, gif we conkelh o'er foun, 

Ye think us cheap, and/ſyne- the wooing's done : 
The maiden that o'er quickly tynes her power, 
W 


ye complea appear, 
And I have thol'd and ay ripe up lang 3 
Peggy (Gogs, falling into Patic's arms.) 
Then dinna pow me, gently thus I fo 
Into my Patie's arms, for good and a* 5 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this kind embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


Patie, [with his left hand about her waiſt.} | 
0 charming armfy' ! hence ye cares away, 
an... | 


4 


| Now turn your eyes beyond y on ſpreadi 
A mans Wis De ang Irs, = 


But whiſht, it is the knight in maſquerade, 
- Obſerve how pleas'd the loyal ſufPrer moves 
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All night III dream my kiſſes o'er „gan, . 
"Till that 1 come that un a” my ain, bs 


Sung by both. 
Sun, {es avi the weſtlin ſkies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe; 


© laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal-day ; 


And if your weary'd, honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 


[Let down the curtain, and let tham kif 


— 


ACT 111. SCENE 1. | 
PROLOGUE. | e 


Ane elwand fills his hand, his habit mean, 
Nae doubt ye'll think he has a pedlar been e 


That comes hid in this cloud to ſee his lad. 


Throw his auld av e anes delightfu groves. 7 


Sir WII ſolus. | 
Tux pentleman, thus hid in los diſguiſe, 


V1 for a ſpace, unknown, delight mine eyes 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain; 


Which once 1 loſt— which now are mine —— A 
Yet, *midſt my joy, ſome proſpects pain renew, 


Whilſt I my once fair ſeat in ruins view. 


Yonder ! ah me, it deſolately ſtands, - 
Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands; 
The caſements all brate down, no chimney left, 


The naked walls of tap'ſtry all bereft. 


— 


My ſtables and pavilions, broken walls : 


That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : 


My gardens once adorn'd the moſt cowpleat, 


Vu all chat nature, all that art makes ſweet 3 
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Where round the figus'® green and pebble walls, 
The dewy flow'rs hung nodding on their ſtalks ; > 
n, B | 


„ | 
to view, delightful to: the uſe : 
„ | 

And from: whas ſtands the wither'd branches fly. = 
Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair d; -- and now my oY,” 
Forbids all 3 I'm to ſee hes BO 


= ere the rays of — 5 clear d n 

etly to faithful Symon brought, 

Aud charg'd him rialy to conceal his. birth, 
Till we thou'd ſee what, changing times brought forth. 
Hid from himſelf, be ſtarts up by the dawn, 
And ranges carelels o'er the _ W 

Alter bis fleecy charge ſerenely ga 

Wich other ſhepherds whilllng o'er the day. 

Thrice life ! that's from ambition. 4 . 
Remov'd from crowns and courts how chearfully 
A calm, contented: mortal ſpends his time 
In health, hid out unſtain'd with. crime. 


SANG XII. Tune, Happy Clown. | 


End from himſelf, now by the daun 
He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 
| Aſter bis blecting flocks. | 


Healthful, and innocently. gay, ? 
He chants and whiltles out the day; . 
"Like courtly weathercocks.. 


Life happy am ambition free, 
Envy and vile 
love with joy 


When truth 
Unſully'd with a crime: 
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Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, © 
In propping of their-pride and ſtate, ä 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, 

Contented ſpends his time. 


Now to rds good. e s houſe. Ill. bend 
And ſee what makes yon gamboling te- day; 2 * 
All on the green in a fair wanton ring, 
My. e gaylic dance and finge. 

(hen s Si Wills 


SCENE : n. 
PRODOGUE. 


Tix is Symons houſe, pleaſe to. ſtep i in,, 
And viſy't round and round; 
There's novght ſuperſious to cle pi. 
5 collly t to be found, 
- Yet all is clean; a clear peat ingle | 
Glances amidit the floor: l 
The green horn ſpocus, beech luggies minglec | 
On Kelfs forgainſt the door. 
While the. young, brood, ſport on the. Sreen, 
The auld. anes think it beſt, 
With the brown cow to clear their een, 
| You crack, and take their na. . 


Swen, Grave, „Rl At 


/ Rind, We anes were young. our fells— Lilike to. for 
The bairns bob round with other merrylie ; 
Troth, Sy mon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, 
And deten looks than his T never bade; 
Amang our lads he- bears the gree awa? : 
And tells bis tale the clev'reſbof them a?” 
| Elſpas.. Poor man !— he's a. great comfort to us bait; 
God mak him good, and hide. him ay. frac ſkaith. . 

He is a bairn, PI Jay” tee worth our care, 
That gae us ne'er vexation late or air. 

Glaud: I trow, good wife, if I be vor miltaney. 

He * to be with. i I besutie tane, 


a=. 1 99 
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And W d my e is a right dainty wean, 
ks ye well ken; a bonnier needna be, = 
Nor better-—be't the were na kin to me. 


Id rather be mixt with the mools myſell. 
Claud. What reaſons can ye have? I kere's.nane- 
Unleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe's but poor : . 


o . 1 . 1 


3 
Omen, Has Claud! I doubt that eber wi be * 
My Patic's wild, and will be ill to - + rr 

And or he were, for reaſops I'II not tell, Gt) | 1 3 


2 


4 4. 


r m fie 
But gif the lathe marry to my mind, Fu, Se ht 0 
Pll be to het as. my ain Jenny kind; 0 is 95 2 2 8 = 
Fourſcore of breeding ews of my ain n * e eee 1 
Five ky that at ac milking fills a kirn, 

n gie to Peggy that day ſhe's a Bride ; 
By — attour, if my good luk abid e, 
Ten lambs, at ſpaining time, as lang's I . WE 25 
And twa quey cawfs I'll yearly to them | 

Elſpa. Ye offer. fair, kind Glaud, but 
What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould hear. 

Symon. Or this day eight-days likely. he ſhall _ 
That our denial. diſua {light his bairn.. 

Claud. We'll nac mair o't,—come, gi's the other bend, | 
We'll drink their healths, whatever. way it end. 

[Their. bealths e round. 

Symon. But will ye tell me, Glaud ? By ſome ge wy 
Your niece is but. a fundling, that was lad. 
Down at your hallon-ſide, ac morn in May, : | 
Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay. 

Glaud, That clan Madge, wy titty, tells 64 a 
Whene'er our, * * cankert humour . 9 


| Euter Bur. 11 55 - | . a Jo 
1 0 -farhery there's an auld man on 3 
The felſeſt fortune- teller een was ſcen; 
He tents our loofs, and ſyne whops out 3 REP 
Turns owre the leaves, aud gits ;opr.brows.a-look : W 


Syne tells the oddeſt tales that e er ye heard: 
His head iis gray, and- lang and gray his beard- [24 
Symon.. Gae bring him 1 hear what be can op. ＋ 
Nane ſhall dung hungry * 1 


But for- his Situ, trons, Mar LS ETSY 
He kens nac mair of that than my, 86 I mar- 
2 . G. Me . 10 | 4k 5 ** 28.4 
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Glaud. Spac-men ! the. truth of a their ſaws I doubt, 
For greater liars never ran thereout. 
(Returns | Janne bringing in Sir William 3 with 
them Patie. 
| Symon. Ye're welcome, honeſt, carle - here tak a ſeat. 


Sir Will. 1 give thee thanks, good man, Iſc no be blate, 
_ Glaud. 4 ＋ 1 Come, c' ye, friend—How far came ye 


Sir Will. I Har, c nibour, e en but little way. 
Rouſted with eild, a ble piece gate ſeems lang, 
Tua miles or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 
Symon. Ye're welcome here to Nay all night with me, 
tak fic bed and board as we can gi'e. 
Sir ns” kind unſought. Wel, gin ye dane 
wn 
That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, 
1 ſhall employ the fartheſt of my {kill | 
To ſpae it faithfully, be't good or ill. 
| Symon. [pointing to Patic.] Only that ud alack ! I have 
nae mae, 
Either to make me joyful now. or wae. 
Sir Wills Young man, let's ſee your hanek—what gars ye 
neer ? 
Patte. Becauſe your ſxillꝭ but Fittle worth I fear. 
Sir Will. Ye cut before the point — But billy bide, 
P11 wager there's a mouſe - mark on your ſide. 
EI pa. Betcech-us-to! and well 1 that's. true; 
Awa, awa, the deel's owre girt wv vou; 
Four inch ancath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever ſeen fince he firſt wore a fark. 
Sir Will. Pll tell ye mair, if this young late ROY 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a braw rich lai 
Eſpa. A hird! Hear 70 goodman——what think ye 
e 
Sym. 1 dinna ken! n eld min; hat art thou? 
Fair fa” your heart, dis good to bode of wealth; | 
Come, turn the timmen to laird Patie's health. 6 
TCatie s bealrb gest nound- 
Fatic. Ahe Cen. 6 gat, bot 
Twa curs, my truſty tenants on the bent. 
Js all my great eſtate aud like to de: 
Sae cunning carle. ne er break your jokes on me. 


Symon. * Patie let the mag. lenk . 79 


Aſtymes as broken ſhip has cams to land. 
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[Sir William looks a little at Patic's. band, "then 


counterfeits falling into a n. ann they « * 
deavour to lay bim right. . 


Elſpa. Preſerves the man's a yh or pai 
With ſome nae good, or ſecond-ſight at un, n 
Where is he now ?— FO 

Glaud, — He's ſeeing a? that's done 
In ilka place beneath or yont the moon. 

Elſpa. Theſe ſecond-lighted fowks, his peace er 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 
As I can fee m thumb—wow | can be tell | 
(Speer at him ſoon as he comes to himfell)  . 
How ſoon we'll ſee Sir William? Whiſht, he bers, 
_ ſpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. 

m. He Il ſoon * . ee _ * * 
wo? fill him vp a taſs of re. 


N 
| 
Sir Will. [farts eee 15 = 
-4 A Lelght thar for's Lrow fanght | . 
Againſt a herd of bears, y Tay. rags I 
Was to lang toil and trouble brought 
In which ſome thoufands ſhares : | 
| And joy rea wer th Hate r bite 
returns | n 
The K — * 
Aud ſhall preſent him to the King, | 1 
» | A Jubj true and bauld: . 5 1 ens Te 
1 17 = atrick' hall be call/dJ— 
; you that hear me now | 
May 2 believe what I bave tald, 


or it ſhall happen true. 
Sym. Friend, way 


few nd weld; 


your 
But, faith, Pm redd you've var with the _ Sh 


To tell ſome tales that fowks wad: OT ve 6 

Or do you get them tald you in your 
Sir Will. Howe'er J . 
Nor come I to redd fortunes for rewards 

But I'll lay ten to ane with ony here, 


* ſhall ſoon appear. 
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Sym. You propheſying fowks are odd kind mer. * 
They're here that ken, and her that diſna ken 
The "wimpled meaning of your unko tale, 
Whilk ſoon will mak a noiſe o'er moor and dale. | 
Glaud. *Tis nae ſma' ſport to hear how Sym en, 
And taks't for goſpel what the ſpae-· man gives. 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 
| But what we wiſh we trow at ony rate. 
Sir Will. Whiſht ! doubtfu' carle ; for cer the s 
Has driven twice down to the 3 
What I have faid, ye ſhall fee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 
Glaud. We'll be't ſac, friend: 1 ſhall ay rating mair, 
| But I've twa ſonſy laſſes, young and fair, 
> Plump, ripe for men : I wiſh ye cou d 
Sic fortunes * them, might ry 204 to Tis, 
Sir Will. Nae mair through 
Till darkneſs black the bent; ** 
I have but anes a day that gifts 
Sac reſt a while content. 
m. Elſpa, al on the ca ft butt fome . 


S 
. 
Sir Will. 1 itable care, 


1222 Soon as you 


Syne fup t 
Glaud. 


PROLOGUE. 


Jenny pretends an errand hame, 
| Young Roger draps the reſt, | 
| Fo whiſper out his melting flame, 
nnn OS þ 25 


in 
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Behind + a as, 3 oe 2 ASA 3 | | 
See Jenny king oger's — 


Abe and 133 | 


Roger. Dix Jenny, I wad ſpeak t. Nile 
e e fe ſcornfu ſet. 

5 bt 544 Roger s it be cou d ſpe? 
4 1 ollig'd to gueſs what 187 ts Ke 6 
go Yes „ 
Baith by my langing een: ? 
lt WD FA one 
Ye're never frac my thoughts, baith even and morn. 


a! cou'd I loo ye lefs, I'd happy be, 


hut happier far! cou'd ye but fancy me, 

Jenny. And wha ter, dae ad, bat that 1 may ? | 
Te canna fay, that eber I ſaid ye nay. | 

Roger. Alake ! my _—_ heart begins to fail, 
Whene'er I mint to tell ye out my tale, 
For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has win your love, and near your heart may lie. 
| Jenny. I loo my father, couſin Meg I love; 


But to this day, nac man my heart cou cou'd move: 
ept my kin, ilk Jad's alyke to me; >» 
| free ye x? 1 bell-duf dep ns thin,” 2 


Jager, How lang, dear Jenny - 14 up that again, 
'bat pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain? 
I'm glad however that ye yet anf = 

ta keus but ye may rev, and pity me ? 

Jenny. Ye have my pity elle, to ſee you ſet 

In that ul makes our {ſweetneſs ſoon torget : 

ow ! but we're bonny, good, and every thing ! 
How * we breathe whene er we kiſs or lng? 

l t ve're nee ſooner fools to gwe confents 

1 we our dathn, and tint power repent: 

hen priſon'd in four waws, a wife right tame, 

tho? the firſt, the greateſt drudge at hame. 09 
Roger. That only happens, when for fake of gar 
ie wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare: 

or when dull parents bairns together bind 

f different tempers, that can ne'er prove kind : 

| loves true downright love, engages me, 

"than — corn) =_ to 3 in thee. 
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"Jenny. What ſugar d ek frac wooers lips can fa 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a. 
I've ſeen with ſhining fair the morning re, © 

And ſoon the fleety clouds mirk a” the ſkies ; 

I've ſeen the filver ſpring a while rin clear, 

And ſoon in moſſy puddtes diſappear ; 


1 The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may l 


But ſoon contentions a' their joys beguile. 
Feger. I've ſeen the morning riſe with faireſt Het, 
The day unclouded, fink in calmeſt night: 
I've ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling throw the plain, 
Increaſe and join the ocean, without ſtam: _. 

The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile ; 
Rejoice throw life, and all your fears beguile. 


SANG XIII. Tune, Leger 


Janne. 


Were I aſſur d you'll conſtant prove, 
You ſhould nae mair complain; 
The eaſy maid, heſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain: 
For I muſt own, now, fince you're oY 
This too fond heart of mine | 
Has lang, a black-ſole true to _ + 
| Wild to be pair d with . 


| Rocxn. 
| Pu m wy now, ah! let my head 
| _ Upon thy breaſt recline“e! 
The pleaſure ſtrikes me near-hand dead, 
Is Jenny then ſac kind. 
O let me brize thee to my heart? 
And round my arms entwine: 
Delytfu' thought, we'll never part 
Come, preſs thy mouth to mine. 


33 Were I but ſure ye Jang wou'd. love maintain, 
The feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain : JOE 
For J maun own, ſince now at laſt you 're free, 

| Altho? I jok'd, I lov'd your-company : 

And ever had a warmneſs in my breaſt, 
FF 


— 
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Roger. I'm happy now! ober happy had my head! — 
This guth of pleaſure's like to be my SONY 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me! I'm alt fr'd 
Wich wond'ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir d. 
Kifs kiſs ! we'll kiſs the ſun and ſtarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return of day, | 
0 Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, 
And brize thy bonny n. and *. to mine. 
[They embrace. 
Jenny. With equal joy my ſafter 181 does Yield, 
To own thy well-try'd love has won the ow 55 
Now hy theſe warmeſt kiſſes thou has tane, A $46 e 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ©: „ 
Roger. I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to com,, 
Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me war e manage | 
There ſhall not be a kindlier dawred wife, 
If you agree with me to lead your life, _ 
Jenny. Well, I agree—-neiſt to my parent guts. 
Get his ae Ko hardly ſae ye nae : 
Ye have what will commend you to him well, 
Auld fowks like them that want na milk and meal. 
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Well, I agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my father gae: 
Make him content to give conſent, 
He'll hardly fay you nae: 
For ye have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel, 
Since parents auld think love grows auld 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 
Should he deny, I care na by, | 
_ He'd contradict in vai oh 
Tho? a? my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee { will have nane. NE 
Then never range, nor learn to change, * 
Like theſe in high degrees _ 
And if you prove faithful in love, 
- You'll find nae fault in me. 


Reger. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt 3 ; 
As mony newcal in my byers rowt: _ 
Five pack of woo I can at Lammaſs ſell, _ 
Shoru frae my bob d tail'd blecters on the — 
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Good by pair of blankets for our bed, 


With meikle care, my thrifty mither made: 


IIk thing that makes a hartſome houſe and tight 
Was ſtill her care, my father's great delight. 
| They left me all, which now gi'es joy to *. 

Becauſe I can give a', my dear, to thee: 

And had I fifty times as meikle mar, 

Nane but my Jenny ſhou'd the ſamen ſk1irs 

My love and all js your's ; now had them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like to gar them laſt, \ 

Jenny. I'll do my beſt: but ſee wha gangs this "ways © 

- Patie and Meg- - beſides I mauna ſtay ; 
Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the morn; 
If we be ſeen, we'll dree a deal of ſcorn.” _ 
Reger. To where the ſaugh-tree ſhades the menin 4 
I'll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool: 
Keep tryſt, and meet me there; there let us meet, 
To kiſs and. tell our loves; there's * fac Os 


SCENE Iv. 
PROLOGUE. 


This ſcene preſents the Knight and Sym, 
Within a gallery of the place, 
Where all looks ruinous aud grim; 
Nor has the Baron ſhown his face, 
But joking with his ſhepherd leel, 
Aft ſpeers the gate he kens fu? weel. . 


Sir WII IIA and 3 TW 


Sir Will. To whom belongs this houſe ſo much de- 
cay'd ? | 
on. To ane that loſt it, kending' gen”rous aid, 
To y_ the Head up, when rebellious Tail 
Againſt the laws of nature did prevail. 4 
Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, 
Wha fills us all with Joy, now he's come hame. 


' PROLOGUE. 


Sir William draps his 2 beard ; 
Symon OAT ED 


Wad be owre ſhort—coy'd I them right diſplay 
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The welcome Knight, with fond 
And graſps him round the knees. 


My maſter! my dear mailer do I breath! 
To Fo him healthy, ſtrong, and free frac ſkaith !. 
Return'd to cheer his wiſhing. tenants ſight ! _ 
To bleſs his Son, my charge, the world's delight. 
Sir Will. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy: 
I came to view thy 2 in this diſguiſe, 
And am confirm'd thy conduct has been wiſe ;. 
Since ſtill the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
And ne'er to him his real birth reveal d. 
Symone The due obedience to your ſtrict command 


Was the firſt lock neiſt my ain judgment fand 
Out reaſons plenty ger, without eltate, 
A youth, though ſprung frac kings, looks baugh and blate: 


Sir Will. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, 
Hang on their friends which gies their ſauls a caſt, 
That turns them downright beggars at the laſt, 
Symon. Now, well I wat, Sir, you have ſpoken true ; . 
Tor there's laird Kytie's ſon, that's loo'd by few, 
His father ſteght his fortune in his wame, 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
He gangs about ſornan frae place to place, 
As ſcrimpt of manners as of ſenſe and grace, 
Oppreffing a? as puniſhment o? their fin 
That are within his tenth degree of kin: 
Nins in ilk trader's debt, wha! s fac — 
To his ain family as to gi'e. him truſt. | 
Sir Will, Such uſcleſs branches of a n 
Should be lopt off to give a ſtate mair health: 
Unworthy bare-refleftion——Symon, run 
Wer all your obfervations on my ſon ; 
A parent's fondneſs eaſily finds excuſe, 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſe, __ 
Symon. To ſpeak his praiſe, the langeſt "IEF TYY 


In word and deed he can ſac well behave, | 
That out of ſight he runs before the lave:. 
And when there's eber a quarrel or conteſt, _ 


Patrick's made judge, to tell whaſe cauſe is beſt; 
L. 2 
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And his decree ſtands good=-he'll gar it ſtand; 
. Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting hand: 

With a firm look, and a commanding way, 

He gars the proudeſt of our herds abey. | 1 
Sir Will. Your tale much pleaſes my good friend pre. 
ceed: . rot 1 55 

What learning has he? Can he write and read ? 

Symon. Baith wonder well; for, troth, I didna ſpare 

To gi'e him at the ſchool enough of lair ;_ 

And he delights in books—He reads and ſpeaks 

With fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks, 

Sir Will, Where gets he books to read—-and of what 

king tf 3 | F 

Tho' fome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 

Symon. Whene'er he drives our fheep to Edinburgh port, 

He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſangs, or ſport : 

Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 

And carries ay a poutchfu? to the hill. 

About ane Shakeſpar and a famous Ben 

He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men. | 

How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling ſing, 1 

And ane caw'd Cowley, loyal to his kinn, 

He kens fou well, and gars their verſes ring. 

J ſometimes thought, that he made o'er great fraze 

About fine poems, hiſtories and plays. 

When I reprov'd him anes---a book he brings, 

With this quoth he, on braes I crack with kings. | 

Sir Will. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my eat, 

When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear: | 

Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 

Above a lorg's that is not thus inclin'd. 

Symon. What ken we better, that ſae findle look, 

Except on rainy Sundays, on a book? - 

When we a leaf or twa haf read, haff ſpell, 

Till a? the reſt Ocep round as weel's our fell. 


Sir Will. Well jeſted, Symon,—-but one queſtion more, | 


T'it only aſk ye now and then give o'er. 

The youth's arriv'd the age when little loves 

Fligbter around young hearts like cocmg: doves: 
Has nae young laſſie with inviting mien 

And roſy cheek, the wonder of the green, 

Eugag'd his look, and caught his youthfu? heart? 

Symon. I fear'd the warſt, but ken'd the ſmalleſt part, 

Till late 1 ſaw him twa three times mair ſweet | 

Wich Glaud's fair niece than I thought right or meet. 
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nad my fears; but now have nought to fear 

Since like yourſelf your ſon will ſoon appear; 

A gentleman enrich'd with all theſe charms, 

May bleſs the faireſt beſt-born lady's arms. 
Sir Will. I his night mult end his unambitious os. 

When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire. 

Go, Symon, bring, him quickly here to me ; 

None but yourſelt ſhal} our firſt meeting ſee: 

Yonder's-my horſe and ſervant nigh at hand; 

They come juſt at the time I gave command: 

Straight in my own apparel Ill go dreſs, 

New ye the ſecret may to all confeſs. | 
Symon. With how much joy J. on this errand flee, 
There's nance. can know that. is not down * We.. 

| [Exit Symon. 
Sir William W Wbene⸗ er tho event of * $ tnccels 
rs, 
One happy . che toil of years: 
A thouſand toils are loſt in Lethe's 3 
ud cares evaniſh like a morning dream; be: 
When wiſh'd-for pleaſures riſe like morning light. 


The pain that's paſt enhances the delight. - 

Theſe joys 1 feel, that words can ill expreſs, . 

L ne'er had known, without my late diſtreſs. . 
But from his ruſtic buſineſs and love CTR 8 5 


I'muſt, in haſte, my Patrick ſoon remove, 15 
o courts and camps that may his ſoul improve. W 
cat, I Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, ; 
Only in little breakings ſhews its light, 
Till artful poliſhing bas made it ſhine ; 
Thus education makes Ws * bright. 


SANG XV. Tune, Wat ye wba 1 met ee. 


Now from ruſticity; and love,; 
re, 1 Whoſe. flames but over lowly barns. 
7 My. gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
His ſoul muſt take. another turns 
As the rough diamond, from the mine, 
In breakings only ſhews its light, 
Till poliſhing has made it ſhine, 
Thus learning my the genius bright. . 
» 3. 
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ACT iv. SCENE 1. 
PROLOGUE... 


The ſcene deſerib'd f in former page, 
Glaud's onlſet=-Enter Maus and Mapoe, 


Vauſe. Ovz laird come tame? wad owns. young, 
| | Fate his heir! 

That's news indeed! 3 
 Madge.—— As true as ye ftand there. 

As they were dancing all in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, like a warlock, with a beard 

Five nives in length, and white. as driven ſnaw,, 
Amang us came, cry'd, “ Had ye merry . 
We ferly'd mcille at his unco look, 

W kile frae bis poutch he wtürl'd forth a books... 
As we ſtood round about him on the green, 

He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his een; 
Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd ſpae, 

Yet for his pains and {kill wad naithing hae. 


Mauſe, Then fure the laſfes, and ilk gaping coof,, 


Wad rin about him, and had ont their loof, 
Madge. As faſt as fleas ſkip to the tate of 0, 

Whilk flee tod Lowrie hads. without his mows. 
When he to drown thenr, a hips to 

In ſummer days flides back e 2 

In ſhort he did for: Pate braw things forerell 

Without the help of conjuringuans 

At laſt, when well dwerted, h&# 
Pou'd aff his beard; to _ ymon knew 

Elis welcome malter ;--round his knees he gat, 

Hang at his coat, and ſyre for o hwy grate. 

Patrick was ſent for —bappy lad is he! 

Sy mon tald Elfpa, Elſpa tald it me. 

Ye'll hear out a' the ſecret ſtory foon x: 

+ Ard troth tis een right « odd, when a' is done, 

Io think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 

Na, no ſae meikle as to Vate himfell.. 

Our Meg, poor thing, Jake | has loſt her jo. 


Mauſe. It may be ſar, wha kens, aug my" be ne: 
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To lift a love that's rooted, is great pain: 
Ev'n kings has tane a queen out of the plain; 
And what has been before may be again. 

Madge. Sic nonſenſe ! love tak. root, but tocher-good, | 
Tween a herd's bairn, and ane of gentle blood!“ 
Sic faſhions in King Bruce's. days mig be; Ba 
But ſiccan ferlies now we never ſee. 


Mauſe. Gif Pate folakes her, Bauldy ſhe may gain: ; 


Yonder he come,. and vow ! but he looks fain ; 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain, ; 
Madge. He get ber! flaverir. doof! it ſets him well 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thonght to teil! 

Gif I were Meg, Pd let young maſter ſee - 
Mau ſe. Yed be as dorty in your choice as he; 
And ſo wad I: But whiſht : here Bauldy comes. 


| Enter BavL.vy (fioging.] | 


| oer ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't! N 
eber a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher. aa 
For my tocher-good, I. winna marry thee 


Fens ye like, quoth Jocky, ye ay let 1 it be. 


Madge. Weel liltet, Bauldy, that's a dainty ſang. 
— Pl gie pd a, * better than 'tis lang, 
| FF. (at, again. 


F hae gowd and | F 1 Flac land — 
I have ſeven good owſen ganging in a vlvph ; ; 
Ganging in a pfeugi md linkan ober the lee: 


And sin ye winna dal me, I ean let ye be. 


Lino e er « tain 0 Wwe HF. 


A peat ſtack fore the door; we'll mak a * u# fie: 25 


PH make a rautin fire, and merry fall ye be. 


And F 


ſenny faid to Petey, gin ye winna tell, 
'e ſall be the lad, I'II be the laſs my ſell⸗; 
Yere a bonny lad, and I't a fallie free : | 
Le 're welcumer to tak me than to let m. b. 


1 


. 
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I trow "OP . laſſes will come to at laſt, © - 
Tho' for a while they. maun their ſnaw-baws caſt. 
Mauſe. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a? 
Bauldy. Faith, unco right: 
J hope we'll a? fleep ſound but ane this night. 
Madge. And. wha's the unlucky ane, if we 2.0 aſk? 
Bauldy. Fo find out that is nac difficult taſk.; 
Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate turn'd Patrick and Sir William's heir. 
Now, now, good Madge, and honeſt Mauſe, ſtand be; 
While. Meg s in dumps put in a word for me: 
P11 be as kind as ever Pate could prove, 
Leſs wilfu', and ay conſtant in my love. 
Madge. As Neps can witneſs and the buſhy thorny. 
Where mony a time to her your heart was ſworn.. 


Fy, Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of love regard ; Con 
What other laſs will trow a manſworn herd: | Ye 
The curſe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads, 1 
That's ever guilty of ſic finfu? deeds. 
Fll ne'er adviſe my niece: fac gray a gate; For 
Nor will ſhe be advis'd, fou vell ae... Of 
Bauld y. Sae gray a gate! manſworn! and a the reſt ;: My 
Ye lied, auld roudes, — and in faith had beſt | J 
Eat in your words, elſe I ſhall gar you ſtand, - Ane 
With a het face, afore the haly band. Gae 
Madge. Ye'll:gar me ſtand |. ye hevelling-gabbit brock; Ti 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock, Vo 
And ten ſharp nails, that when my hands are in, = 8 
Can flyp the ſkin o? yer cheeks out o'er-Your chin- F 
Bauldy.. I take ye. witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay 


That I'm manſworn—T. winna let it ga. Th 
Madge. Ye're witneſs too, he ca'd me. bonny names, 
Aud ſhould be ſerv'd as his RR Tan, claims : 1 


Ye filthy dog N 5 
| 1 

(Fier to bis hair like, a eget tout bartle=Manſs. He 

| endeavours to reds tbem.. - A 


Mauſe. Let gang your grips; fy, Madge! how, Bauldy, Hi 


leen; Fo 
I wadna wiſh this tulzie had been ſeen, . Ar 
Tis lac. daft like— - "Ps ON HH 
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{ Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches with a 


bleeding noſe.] _ 
Madge. ——*? Lis datter like to thole 
An __ cap like him to blaw the coal. 
It ſets him well, with vile unſcrapit tongue, 
Jo caſt up whether I be auld or young; 
They're aulder yet than I, have married been, 
And, or they died, their bairns bairns have ſeen. 
Mau ſe. That's true ; * Wy ye was far to 
blame, 
To ca? Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd name. 
Bauldy. My lugs, wy noſe, and noddle finds the fame | 
Madge. Auld roudes ! filthy fallow, I thall auld ye. 


Mauſe. Howt, no ;—yeH cen be friends with bone 


Yo 
Come, come, ſhake hands; this tmavn nae farder "Th 
Ye maun forgie m: 1 ſee the lad looks wae. 


Bauldy. In. troth now, Au, 1 have at Madge vae 5 


ſpite; 

For ſhe abufing firſt was a? the v 
Of what has owes, and ſhou 
** N _ and ſhall acquittance = 

adge. I crave your pardon ! Gallows goo greets 
And own your * her that ye wad cheat; 
Gae, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 
Till ye learn to perform as well as ſwear. 
Vow and lowp back !—was c'er the like heard tell? 
Swith tak him deel, he's oer lang out of hell. 


Bauldy. (running off] His preſence be about 21 Cueſt 6 


were he 


That were condemn'd for life to live whk thee. 
Madge. Cavghing] I think 1 have towzled his harigalds 


A weez 
He'll no ſoon rein to tell his love to me. 
He's but a raſcal, that would mint to ſerve 
A laſſie face, he does but ill deſerve. 


Mauſe. Ye towin'd him tightly—1 connnd ) ye for't &e 


His bleeding ſnout gae me nae httle-ſport ; 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant of grace, 
And breeding baith—to tell me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and widna ſtand, 

To lend bim in this caſe my helping hand. 


Exit Buvldy. 
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Madge. A witch! how had ye patience this to bear, 

And leave him een to ſee, or lugs to hear. 
Mauſe. Auld wither'd. hands and feeble joints like mine, 

Obliges fowk reſentment to decline, | 

Till aft 'tis ſeen, when vigour fails, than we 

With cunning can the lack of pith ſupply. :. 

Thus I pat alt revenge till it was dark, 

Syne bade him come, and. we ſhould gang to wark: 
m ſure he'll keep his tryſt ; and I came here 

To ſeek your help, that we the fool may fear. | 

Madge. And ſpecial fport we' H hae as I proteſt ;. 

Yell be the witch, LEY I ſhall play the ghaiſt. 

A linin ſheet wound ronnd me like and dead, 

Pl cawk my face, and grane and ſhake my head: 

We'll fleg him fac, he'll mint nae mair to gang 

A conjuring to do a laſhie wrang. 

- Mauſe. Then let us go: for ſee, tis hard. on night, 


The weltlin cloud. * with 3 | ſorting _ ILL. — 
i 
. Whi 
sex E Nn R 
| 1 e | - Whut * 
PROLOGUE. Sh 
| eee 
When birds begin to nod upon the bough, 1 
And the green ſwaird grows damp with falling dew. 
While good Sir William is to reſt tetir'd, 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir d 
Walks throw the broom with Roger ever leel, 
To meet, to comfort Meg, and. tak farewel. 
: Paris and RoceR 
| Roger. Wow! but Pin cadgie, and my heart lowps 
| light: 
Mr. Patrick, ay your thoughts were right; 
Sure gentle fowks are farer ſeen than we, 
That naithing hae to brag of pedigree. _ 
My Jenny now, who brak my heart this morn, 
Is perfect yielding—ſweet— and nac mair ſcorn: 
I ſpak my mind—fhe heard—I ſpak again— _ Yo 


She ant kiſs' d -I wood, nor woo'd. in vain. ] 
Patie. I'm glad to hear't---But O my change this day Wan 
 Ecaves up my joy, and yet Pm ſometimes wae. 
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re found a father, gently kind as brave, ä 
And an eſtate that lifts me boon the lave, n 55 
ne, i With looks all kindneſs, words that love confeſt, Fs 8 
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He all the father to my ſoul expreſt, 

While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt: 

Such were the eyes, he ſaid, thus {mild the mouth 

Of thy lov'd mother, bleſſing o' my youth! 5 

Wha ſet too ſoon !—And while he praiſe beſtow'd, 

Adown his gracefu* cheeks a torrent flow'd. 

My new-bora joys, and this his tender tale, 

ba, mingled Lace o'er a' my thoughts prevail: 

That ſpeechleſs lang, my late kend fire I view'd, 

While guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd : —_ 

Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round, 5 

Whilſt I mytelf with riſing raptures ſound, 5 

The happy ſon of ane ſae much renown'd. 

But he has heard---Too faithful Symon's fear 

its. Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear, | 

Which he forbids ;---ah ! this confounds my peace, 

While, thus to beat, my heart mult ſooner ceaſe, = 
Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand : 

But wer't my caſe ye'd clear it up aff hand. 5 
Fatie. Duty, and hatlen reaſon plead his cauſe; 

But love rebels againſt all bounding laws; 

Fixt in my ſoul the ſhepherdeſs excels, 

and part of my new happineſs repels. 9 


| SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be. 


Duty and part of reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong on the parent's ſide, 
W hich love ſuperior calls treaſon, 
The N mult be obey d; 


For now, tho! I'm one of the _ 

My conſtancy falſehood repels ; 

For change in my heart is no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels. . 


Roger. Enjoy them baith=—Sir William will be won : : 
Your Peggy's bonny---you're his only fon. | 

Patic. She's mine by vows, and ftronger ties of 15 

7 m 28 
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Ill wed nane elſe, thro? life 1 will be true, 
But {till obedience is a parent's due. 
Roger. Is not your Maſter and yourſatf to * 
Amang us here---or are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff parts. 
To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts? 
Patie. To Edinburgh ſtraight to-morrow we advance, 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, 


Where I muſt ſtay ſome years, and learn to dance, 


And twa three other monky tricks :— That done, 

I come hame ſtrutting in my red-heePd ſhoon, 

Then 'tis deſign'd when I can well behave, 

That I maun be ſome petted thing's dull flaue, 

For ſome few bags of caſh, that I wat weel, 

I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel: 

But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 

Sooner than hear ſic news ſhall hear my death. 
Rog. They wha have juſt enough can ſoundly N 

The owrecome only faſhes fowk to keep” —— 

Good maſter Patrick, tak your ain tale hame. 
Patie. What was my morning thought, at * $ the 

„ 
The poor and rich but differ in the name. 
Content's the greateſt bliſs we can procure 


| Frae *boon the lift-—without it kings arc poor. 


Roger. But an eſtate like yours yields braw coments 
When we but pick it ſcantly on the bent : 
Fine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, fparkling wine, 
Rich fare, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine, 
Submiſhve ſervants, hononr, wealth, and eaſe, 
Wha's no content with theſe are ill to pleaſe. 
Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not for amiſs, 
But mony a clod hings hovering o'er their bliſs : 
The paſſions rule the roaſt---and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean ky they*ll ſoon the fat devour : 
The ſpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the ſharpeſt goads in gentry's fide. 
The gouts, and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 
Are frequenteſt with fowk owrelaid with eaſe; 
While o'er the moor the ſhepherd with leſs care, 
Enjoys his ſober wiſh, and haleſome air. 
Roger. Lord, man, | wander, ay, and it delights 
My heart, whens'er 1 hearken to your fights 
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How gat ye a' that ſenſe, | fain wad lear, 
That I may eaſier diſappointments bear 
Patie. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat tome am, 
hele beſt can teach what's real good and ill: 
Neer grudge ilk year 26 ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, 
To gain theſe filent friends that ever pleaſe. _ 
Roger. I'Il do't, and ye ſhall tell me which to pay 
Faith I'ſe hae books, tho? I ſhou'd ſell my ky : 
But now let's hear how you're delign'd to move | 
ctween Sir William's will and Peggy's love. . 
Pat ie. Then here it lies his will maun be bey d, 
My vows Ill keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride : * 
But I ſome time this laſt deſign maun hide. 
Keep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; 
] ſent for Peggy, yonder comes my dear. Np 
Roger. And proud of being your ſecretary, I 
To wyle it frae me a? the deels defy. [Exir, Rog. 
Patie. [ſolus] With what a ſtruggle muſt I now impart 
My father's will to her that hads my heart; 
len ſhe loves, and her ſaft foul will ſink, 
J While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 
ot diſappointment — Heav'n ſupport my fair, 
And let her comfort claim your tender care: 
Her eyes are red 


Enter Px. 
— My Peggy, why in tears ? 


Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: 

Tho! I'm nae mair a ſhepherd, yet I'm thine, 
Peg. I dare not think ſae high-—I now repine 

At the unhappy chance, that made -not me 

A gentle match, or {till a herd kept thee. 

Wha can withouten pain ſee frae the coaſt 

The {hip that bears his all like to be loſt? 

Like to be carried by ſome rever's hand, 

Far frae his wiſhes to ſome diſtant land. 
Patie, Neꝰ er quarrel fate, whilſt it with me remains 

To raiſe thee up, or {till attend theſe plains, 

My father has forbid our loves, I own: 

But love's. ſuperior to a parent's frown : - 

| talſchood hate: come kiſs thy cares : ; 

| ken to love as well as to obey, 

dir William's generous ; leave the taſk to me 


To make ſtrict duty and true Jove agree. 
Vol. II. . M * 
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Peggy. Speak on! ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill wy prick 
But —4 I dare to hope the fond relief; 


New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, | ” 
That with nice airs ſwims round in ſilk attire ; 
Then I! poor me !—with ſighs may ban my fate, P 
When the young laird's nae mair my heartſome Pate, ll. 


Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 


2 By the blyth {hepherd that excell'd the reſt ; 5 
. Nae mair be envied by the tattling gang, Yet 
| When Patie kiſs'd me, when I danc'd or ſang ; If & 
| Nae mair, alake! we'll on the meadows play, pq! 
| And rin haff breathleſs round the rucks of hay, "he 
| As aft times I have fled from thee right fain, 1H a 
| And fawn on purpoſe that 1 wight be tane: ro! 
| Nae mair around the foggy know Þ Il creep, For 
To watch and ſtare upon thee, while aſleep. To | 
But hear my vow —'twill help to give me eaſe, Wh 
May ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, P 
And warſt of ills attend my wretched lite, | Wh 
F If e 'er to ane hut you I be a wife. A Mac 
SANG XVII. Tune, Waes my heart that we —_—_ 15 
ſundcer. | Wit 
| Speak on, ſpeak thine; and ſtill my ork, Dre 
Hold up a heart that's finking under And 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, | — 

When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 
A gentler ſace and ſilk attire, * — 


A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alake, poor me ! will now conſpire, 
To fteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd who excell'd <? J 
The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, | 

Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell ; 
An! I can die, but never der, 

Ye meadows where we often ſtray d, 

- Ye bauks where we were wont to wander; 

Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play'd, 

Pou'll loſe your ſweets when we're alunder. 


| Again ah. ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly — FP 


uld 
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He; heav'n, while ſolemnly l vow. 5 
Tho? thou ſhoudꝰſt prove a wand' ring lover, 

Throw life to thee I ſhall prove true, 7 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


Patie. Sure heaven approves —and be aſſur d of me, 
PII ne'er gang back of what Ive ſu oin to thee : 
And time, tho? time maun interpoſe a 8 
And J maun leave my Peggy and this iſle, 

Yet time, nor diſtance, nor the faireſt oe, 

If there's a fairer, Cer ſhall fill thy place. 

I'd hate my riſing fortune ſhould it move 

Ihe fair foundation of our faithfu? love. 

Hat my foot were crowns and ſcepters laid, 

To bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightful mad, 

For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe interior things 

To lic as have the patience to be kings. 

Wherefore that tear ? believe, and calm thy mind. 

Peggy. I greet for joy to hear my love ſac kind; 
When hopes were fank, and nought but mirk deſpair, 
Made me think life was little worth my care: 
My heart was like to burſt ; but now I ſee 
Thy gen'rous thoughts will fave thy heart for me: 
With patience then Ill wait each wheeling year, 
Dream thro? that night, till my day-ſtar appear; 
And all the while Pl ſtudy gentler charms 
To make me fitter for my trav'ler's arms: 

Pll gain on uncle Glaud---he's far frac fool, | 
And will not grudge to put me throw ilk _ 
Where I mr mn learn | | 


SANG XVIII. Tune, Teel. Ade. 


Pe When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
— My heart it was going to break; 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now I will fav't for thy ſake. 
Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by might, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay; 
And my ſoul keep him ever in light. 


With patience I'll wait the long year, | 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
W 
2 
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Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 1 


For beauty that's only ſkin deep, 
M.ᷣuſt fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 


And the huſband have lends 40 approve. 


Patie. That's wiſely ſaid, 
And what he wears that way ſhall be well paid. 
Tho? without a? the little helps of art, 
Thy native fweets might gain a prince's heart ; 
Yet now, teſt in our ſtation we offend, . 
We muſt learn modes to innocence unkend; 
Afſect aft times to like the thing we hate, 


And drap ſerenity, to keep up ſtate; Wit 
Laugh when we're ſad, ſpeak when we've nonght to lay, vi 
And, for the faſhion, when we're blyth ſeem wae; 1 
Pay compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, Wh 
3 nh ſcandalize them when their backs are turn'd. 4 And 
WD I this is gentry, I had rather he Ye 
What P. am ſtill —but I'll be onght with thee. | Ill 
Patie. No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeſt | Wit 
With gentry's apes ; for ſtill amangſt the belt, P 
Good manners give integrity a bleeze, A f 
When native virtues join the arts to pleaſe. Wh 
Peggy. Since with nae hazard, and ſae {mall expence, PI. 
My lad frae books can gather ſiccan ſenſe, P 
Then why, ah! why ſhou'd the tempeſtuous ſea | Wo 
Endanger thy dear life and frighten me ? My 
Sir William's cruel, that wad force his ſon, _ 


For watna what's, ſae great a riſque to run. 
Patie. There is nae doubt but travelling does improve; 70 
Vet I wou' d ſhun it for thy fake, my love: W 
But ſoon as I've ſhook aff my landwart caſt | heb 
In foriegn cities, hame to thee III haſte. [. 


THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 143 


SANG XIX. Tune, Buſh aboon Traquair. 


Peggy · At ſetting day and riſing morn, | 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
I'll aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee. 

I'M viſit- aft the birken buſh, 

Where firſt thou kindly told me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 

Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By greenwood ſhaw or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer day I'd-ſhare 
With thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender 
Ey vows you're mine, by love is yours, 
A heart which cannot wander. 


With every ſetting day, and riſing morn, , 
I'll kneel to Heav'n, and aſk thy ſafe return: 
Under that tree, and on the Suckler brac, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play: 
And to the hiſſel ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd 
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flowers, 
With joy that they'll bear witneſs I am yours. 
Patie. My dear, allow me from thy temples fair 
A ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair, 
Which, as a {ample of each lovely charm, 
„ 'I aften kiſs, and wear about my arm. 
Peggy. Were ilka hair that appertains to me 
Worth an eſtate, they all*belong to thee: 
My ſheers are ready, take what you demand, 
And aught what love with virtue may command... a_ 
Patie. Nae mair we'll aſk ; but ſince we've little time, 
we; To ware't on words, wad border on a crime, 
Love's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, a 
When it's with kiſſes on the heart impreſt. 


[Here they embrace, and the curtain's let down. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
PROLOGUE. 


See how poor Bauldy ſtares like ane poſſeſt, 

And roars np Symon frae his kindly reſt : 

Bare- legg'd with night-cap, and unbutton'd coat, 
See the auld man comes forw ard to the ſot. 


Symon. WaarT want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
W hen nature nods beneath the drowly pow'r ; 
Far to the north tho ſcant approaching light 
Stands equal *twixt the morning and the night. 

What gars ye fhake, and glowre, and look tae wan? 
Your teeth they chitter, hair like briſtles ſtand. 

Bauldy. O kn me foon ſome water, milk, or ale, 
My head's grown giddy—legs with ſhaking fail; 

l ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane: 

lake FI} never be myſell again. 

5 "ul ne're o'erput it Symon, O Symon! 0! : | 
[Symon gives him a drink, 
Symon. What ails thee, gowk : to make fo loud ado, 
You've wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed ; 
He comes, I fear ill pleas'd ; J hear his tred. 
Enter Sir William. | 
Sir 4 ill. How goes the night! does day-light yih aſe 
Symon, you're very timeouſſy aſleer. 
Symon. Pm forry, Sir, that we've diſturd'd your reſb 
But ſome ſtrange thing has Bauldy's ſp'rit oppreſt, 
He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreftled with a ghaiſt. | 
Bauldy. O! ay—dear Sir, in*rroth, ?tis very true, 
And I'm ccme to make my plaint to you. 
Sir Will. [ſmiling] I lang to hearx —— 
"Bauldy,—— Ah! ! Sir, the witch caw'd Mauſe, 
That wins aboon the mil} amang the haws, 
Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd belp me with her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie's heart > 
As the had try ſted, I met wier this, night, 
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright ! 
For the curſt hag, inſtead of doing me good, 
(The very thought o't's like to freeze my blood Y 
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Bais'd up a gbaiſt or deel, I kenna whilk, 

Like a dead corpſe in ſheet as white as milk; 

Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, 

Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, | 
Lows'd down my breeks, while I, like a great tool, 
Was labour'd as I wont to be ar ſchool. 

My heart out of its hoot was like to loup, 

1 pithleſs grew with fear, and had nae hope, | 
Till, with an elriteh laugh they vaniſh'd quite; 
Syne I haf dead with anger, fear, and ſpite, 

Crap up, and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, to you, 
Hoping your help to gie the dec! bis A 
I'm ſure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar-barrel Meuſe be burats | | 

Sir Will. Well, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt ſhall granted be? 
Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me, 

Bauldy. Thanks to your honour, ſoon ſhall 1 obey z ; 
But firſt 1']] Roger raife, and twa three mae, 

To catch her faſt, or ſhe get leave to ſqueel, 
And caſt her cantraips that bring up the deel. 
[Exit. Bauldy. 5 

Sir Will. Troth, Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than hurt, 
The witch and ghaiſt have made themſelves good ſpon. 
W hat filly notions croud the elouded mind, 

That is throw want of education blind ! 

Oman. But does your honour think there's nac * Wag, 
As witches railing deels up throw a ri N 
Syne play ing tricks, a thouſand I cou tel tell. 

Cou'd never be contriv'd on this fide hell. 

Sir Will. Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
Amongſt a few old women, craz'd and poor, 

Who were rejoic'd to ſee him friſk and lo | 
(Yer braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp, 
Appearing ſometimes like a black horn'd cow, 

Aft times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow; 

Then with his train throw airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats or clawns, or broomſtafls, ride, 
Or in an egg-ſhell ſkim out o'er the main, 

To drink their leader's, health in France or * 3 
Then aft by night, bumbaze hare-hearted 
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By tumbling down their cup-boards, chairs, — loch, 
Whate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, 


Such whimfics ſeem the molt abſurd to me. 
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Symon. is true enough, we ne'er heard that a witch | 
Had either meikle lenſe, or yet was rich: | Je 
But Mauſe, tho” poor, is a ſagacious wife, a Nac 
Aud lives a quiet and very honeſt life. N 10 
That gars me think, this hobleſhew that's paſt | But 
Will end in naithing but a joke at laſt. | | The 
Sir Will. Pm ſure it will; but fee increaſing light 5 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night: He 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, I. But 
Wilſt 1 walk out to take the morning air. 2 
SANG XX. r une, Bonny grey-ey d morn. 1 
The bonny gray-ey morning begins to peep, Wi 
And darkneſs flies before the riſing ray, 8 But 
The hearty hynd ſtarts from his lazy fleep, Ss © 
To follow healthfu? labours of the day, 4 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, | 5 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, He 
Ard he joins their concert, driving the plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. = 
While Auſter'd with wine, or madden'd with loſs To 
Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, ic 
The drunkard and gameſter tumble and tols, o 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. Th 
Be my portion, health and quietneſs of mind, ; Sy1 
| Plac'd at a due diſtance from parties and "BY Be 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, En 
Reach bim who has 3 bak'd to his fate. 
[Exeunt. An 
{ 

SCENE II. 


PROLOGUE. 


While Peggy laces up her boſom fair, | 

Wich a blue ſnood Jenny binds up her bair ; Su 
Glaud by his morning ingle takes a beck, 

Tbe riſing fun ſhines motty throw the reek: 

A pipe his mouth, the laſſes pleaſe his een, IN 
And now and then his joke maun interveen. Bi 
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Glaud. J wiſh, my bairns, it may keep fair cl night, 
Ye do not uſe ſo ſoon to ſee the light ; 


| Nae doubt, now ye intend to mix the thrang, 


Tro take your leave of Patrick or he gang: 
But, do you think, that now when he's a laird, 
That he poor landpart laſſes will regard? 
Jenny. Tho? he's young maſter now, I'm very ture, 
He has mair ſenſe than flight auld friends, tho poor: 
But yeſterday he ga%e'us mony a tug, 
And kiſs'd my cuſin there frae lug to lug. 
Glaud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again * 
But, be advis'd, his company refrain: | 
Before, he, as a ſhepherd, ſought a wife, 
With her to live a chaſte F frugal lite : 
But now grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being @ rake» 
Peggy. A Ls what's . if it means ought. 


He'll never be't, elſe I have tent my ſkill, 
Glaud. Daft laſhe, ye ken yought of the affair, 

Ane young and good and gentle's unco rare: 

A rake's a graceleſa ſpark, that thinks nac ſhame 

To do what like of us thinks ſin to name; 

Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never ſtap 

To brag how aften they have bad the clap ; 

They*ll tempt young things like you, with youlih fuſt'd, 

dyne mak ye 8 their jeſt when ye re debauch'd. 

Be wary then, I ſay, and never gre | 

Encouragement, or bourd with fic as be. IF 
Peggy. Sir William's virtuous, and of — blood 1 

And may not Patrick too, like him, be good ? 
Glaud. That's true, and mony gentry mac than he 

As they are wiſer, better are than we; 

But thinner ſawn ; they're ſae puft up with pride, 

There's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, 

That ſhaws the gate to heav'n ;—P've , age n. 

Some of them laugh at doomſday, fin, and hell. - | 
Jenny. Watch o'er us, father! heh, that's very odd, 

Sure him that doubts a daomſday, doubts a God. 
Glaud. Doubt! why they neither doubt, nor "me nor 

think, 

Nor hope, nor fear 3 but curſe, debauch, and drink: 

But I'm no ſaying this, as if 1 thought | | 

That Patrick to lic = will e'er be brought. 
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| For r 
Peggy. The Lord forbid! Na, he kens better things: * 
But here comes aunt, her face ſome ferly brings. Been 
| Enter Madge. 1 Al 

Madge. Haſte, haſte ye, we're a' ſent for owre the gate, MW 
To hear, and help to red ſome odd debate Sir 1 

Tween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome witchcraf ſpell 

At Symon's houſe, the knight fits judge himſell. o oth 
Glaud. Lend me my ſtaff--Madge, lock the outer door, Why as it 
And bring the laſſes wi'ye; III ſtep before. [Exit Wand th 
Madge. Poor Meg - —Look, Jenny, was the like c'« Whcſides 
| feen ? | os | 5 By per 
How bleer'd and red with greeting look her een! Bau 
Ibis day her brankan wooer taks his horſe, Ward n. 
To ſtrute a gentle fpark at Edinburgh croſs: | Ma 
To change his kent cut frac the branchy plain, ] ken' 
For a nice ſword, and glancing headed cane; Bai 
To leave his ram-horn ſpoons, and kitted whey, gut tr 
For gentler tea, that ſmells like new-won bay; Yet, \ 
. To leave the green ſwaird dance, when we gae milk, She's | 
To ruſtle amang the beauties clad in ſilk. | And t 
But Meg, poor Meg ! maun with the ſhepherds ſtay, Haud 
And take what God will ſend in hodden-gray. Aud t 


Peggy. Dear aunt, what needs ye faſh us wi' your ſcorn; Ment | 
That's no my faut that I'm nae gentler born. | 
Gif I the daughter of ſome laird had been, 

I ne&'er had notic'd Patie on the green: 

Now ſince he raiſes, why ſhould I repine ? 

If he's made for another, he'll ne're be mine: 

And then, the like has been, if the decree 

Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife may be 
| Madge. A bonny tory, troth!— But we delay: 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. (Exit. 


SCENE III. 
PROLOGUE. 
| Sir William fills the twa-arm'd chair, | 
While Symon, Roger, Glaud, and Mauſe 


Attend, and with loud laughter hear 
Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his cauſe : 
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For now it's tell'd him that the tawz 

Was handled by revengtu* Madge, 
Becauſe he brak good breedings laws, 

Aud with his uouleate rais'd their rages | 


Sir Will. Ann was that all — Well, n you was 
cr 

lo otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. 
Vas it fo {mall a matter to defame, 
And thus abuſe an honeſt: woman's name? 
geſides your going about to have betray'd, 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. 
Bauldy. Sir, I contels my faut thro! a“ the ſteps, 
nd ne'cr again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 
Mauſe, Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, 
| ken'd not that they thought me fic before. 

Bauld y. An't like your Honour, | believ'd it well; 
But trowth was eben doilt to ſeek the deel ; 
Yet, with your Honours leave, tho? ſhe's nae witch, 
She's baith ar flee and a revengfu'— 
And that my ſome-place finds; but had beit 
Hand in my tongue; for yonder comes the Ghaiſt, 
And the young bonny witch, whaſe roſie cheek 
dent me without my wit the deel to ſeek. 


| Enter Madge, Peggy, and Fenn EY | 
Sir Will, [looking at Peggy.) Whole Wakes ſhe 
that wears th? Aurora gown, 25 
With face ſo fair, and ods a lovely brown ? 
How ſparkling are her eyes! what's this I find! 
The girl brings all my ſiſter to my mind, 
uch were the features once adorn'd a face, 
i, Which death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt grace. 
1s this your. danghter, Glaud. 
Claud. Sir ſhe's my niece— 
And yet ſhe's not but I ſhould hold my peace. 
Sir Will, This is a contradiction; what d' ye mean? 
She is, and ſhe is not! pray, Glaud explain. 3 
Glaud. Becauſe I doubt, if 1 ſhould make appear | = 


Ir, 
it. 
0 


What J have kept a ſecret thirteen year 
Mauſe. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Will, Speak ſoon ! Im all npatiencs * — 
Patie.— So am 11 


for much I haps, and bardly yet know why. 


— —— ę — * 
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Glaud. Then ſince my maſter orders, I obey— 
This bonny foundling ae clear morn of May, 
Cloſe by the lee ſide of my door 1 found, 

All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 

In infant weeds, of rich and gentle wake. . 
What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forſake? 
Wha, warſe than brutes, cou'd leave expos'd to air 
Sae much of innocence, fae ſwestly fair, 

Sae helpleſs young; for {he appear'd to me, 

Only about twa towmands auld to be. 

I took her in my arms, the bairnie ſmil'd 

With fic a look wad made a ſavage mild. 

1 hid the ſtory, and ſhe paſs'd ſinceſyne 

As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine: 

Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 
For ſhe's well worth the care that I have tane. 
Ye ſee ſhe's bonny ; I can ſwear ſhe's good, 


And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood: 
Of whom I kenna—naithing ken I mair, 


Than what I to your Honour now declare. 
Sir Will, This tale ſeems ſtrange !— 
Patie. — The tale delights my ear! 


Sir ut, Command your joys, young man, till truth 


Ar. 


2 
Hauſe. That be my taſk— Now, Sir, bid all be huſh, 


Peggy may ſmile—Thou haſt no cauſe to bluſh. 
Lang have I wiſh'd to ſee this happy day, 


That I might fafely to the truth give way; 


That I may now Sir William Worthy name, 


The beſt and neareſt parent ſhe can claim, 
He faw't at firſt, and with quick eyes did trace 
His ſiſter's beauties in her doughter's face. 
Sir Will. Old woman, do not rave--prove what you fay; ; 
Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. | 
Patie. What reaſon, Sir, can an old woman have 
To tell a lie, when ſhe? s ſac near her grave? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 
I every thing that looks like reaſon want. 
Omnes. The ſtory's odd ! we wiſh we heard it out. 
Sir Will. Make haſte, good woman, and reſolve each 


doubt. 


[Ive goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir William: 
Mauſe, Sir, view me well, has fifteen years ſo plew'd 


A wrinkled face that you have often 1 
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That here I as an unknown ſtranger ſtand, 0 ©& 9 

Who nurs'd her mother that now holds my hand ? 

Yet ſtronger proofs Ill give if you demand. 8 
Sir Will. Ha, honeſt nurſe ! where were my eyes before 

L know thy faithfulneſs, and need no more : | 

Yet from the lab'rinth, to lead out my mind, 

Say, to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind ? 


(Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes ber ft by 
him. 


Sir Will. Yes, ſurely, thou? ct my niece ! truth muſt pre- 
vail ; 

But no more words, till Mauſe relate her tale. 9 55 5 
Patie. Good nurſe, diſpatch thy ſtory wing'd with bliſs | 

That I may give my cuſin fifty kiſſes. 
Mauſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant-life, 

Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wifſe. 

The ſtory's lang ; but I the ſecret knew; | 

How they purſu'd with avaritious view 

Her rich eſtate, of which they're now poſſeſt: 

All this to me a confident confeſt. 

| beard with horror, and with trembling dread, 

 WThcy'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed. 

ark That very night, when all were ſunk in reſt, 

At midnigut hour the floor I faftly preſt, 

And ſtaw the ſleeping innocent away, 

With whom I travel'd ſome few miles e er day. 

All day 1 hid me ;=-when the day was done, 

I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 

Till eaſtward fifty miles I reach'd theſe plains, 

Where needful plenty glads your chearful {wait | 

For fear of being found out, and, to ſecure 

My charge, I 140 her at this ſhepherd's door; 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that 1. 

Whate'er ſhould happey to her, might be by. 

Here, honeſt Glaud himſel, and Sy mon may 

Remember well how I that very day 

Frac Roger's father oo my little crove. 
Claud [with tears of joy running down bis beard) 

I well remember't : Lond reward your love ! 

3 Lang have I wiſh'd for this: for aft ! thought 
© Wor knowledge ſome time ſhould about be brought. 
Patie. ?1'is now a crime to doobt-—my joys are full, 


Wich due obedience to my parent's will. 
Vol, IL N 


22 
IS . 
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Sir, with paternal love ſurvey her charms, 

And blame me not for ruſhing to her arms : 

She's mine by vows, and would, tho? ſtill Aenne 

Have been my wife, when I my vows durſt own. 

Sir Vill. My niece, my daughter, welcome to my cat 

Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair; 

Equal with Patrick: now my greateſt aim 

Shall be to aid your joys, and well match'd flame. 

My boy, receive her from your father's hand, | 
With as good will as either would demand. 


 [Fatie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir Vila 


Patie. With as much joy this bleſſing I receive, 
As ane wad life that's ſinking in a wave. 
Sir Will. (raiſes them.] I give you both my ps. 
may your love | 
Produce a happy race, and tl] improve. 
Peggy. My wiſhes are compleat —my joys: ariſe, 
While I'm haf dizzy with the bleſt ſurpriſe. 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me ſo much generous kindneſs had? 
Lang may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, 
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains. 
Patie. Be lang our guardian, ſtill our maſter be, 
We'll only crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gie? 


Th' eſtate be yours, my Peggy's ane to me. 


Glaud. ] hope your Honour now will take amends 
Of them that ſought her life for wicked ends. 
Sir Will. The baſe unnatural villain foon ſhall know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs below: 
III trip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his all got gains 

Peg. To me the views of wealth, and an eſtate, 
Seem light, when put in balance with my Fate: 
For his ſake only I'll ay thankſul bow 
For ſuch a kindneſs, beſt of men to you. 
| Sym. What double blythneſs wakens up this day: 
I hope now, Sir, you'll no ſoon haſte away, | 
Shall I unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale country fare? 
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you: 
Even Bauldy the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's tawz, and pauky Mauſe's plot. 


4 ef. 
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Sir Will. Kindly old man; remain with you this ra He * 
I never from theſe fields again will ſtray : 
Mafons and wrights ſhall ſuon my houle repair, 
And buſy y gardeners ſhall new planting rear: 
vl My father's hearty table you ſoon ſhall ſee 


Reſtor'd, and my beſt. friends rejoice with me. : 
mon. That's the belt news I heard this twenty. years! 81 

New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 
Glaud. God ſave. the king, and ſave Sir William lang, 

To enjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſhepherd's ſang. ; 
Roger. Wha winna dance, wha will refuſe to ſing? 

What ſhepherd's whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring ? 
Bauldy. "7 friends with Mauſd,with very Madge Pm 


Free d, 

„ ntho' they fkelpit me when woodly fleid 
I'm now fu* blyth, and frankly can NG 
To join and ſing, Lang may Sir William live? 

Madge. Lang may be * A learn to 


Tour gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak, 
And never ca? her auid that wants a man, 
Elſe ye — yet ſome witches fingers han. 
This day 1 ll-with the! youngeſt. of you. rants. 
| And brag for ay that IV cad the aunt, 


Of our young lady, my dear bonn bairn ! 
Peggy. No other * ne — learn: 

And, my good nurſe, how be 

For a“ thy mazehleſs kinduels Gone for me? 


Mauſe. The of th * 
bal The ene of tis happy . 


es os Ab | 
Sir Wl. Ta faithful Symon, and bind Glaud, 10 6 you 5 
* to your beirs I 2 endleſs feu, 
Ide mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, | 
For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough beſides, and theſe cay. ſpare... 
Mauſe, in my houſe, in calmneſs, cloſe your — 
With nought to do but ſing your Maker's praiſe. 
Omnes, The Lond of -heav' n return your Honours ove, | 
Confirm your joys, and a“ your bleſſings roo ve. 


Patie, [preſenting Roger to Sir Williams]. 


Sir, here's my truſty friend, that always ard 
My bolom e, 600 2 Was a . Ly 7 1 
| Men 2 


L 
—— —— Oe 
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Rais'd and maintams in him a lover's flame: 


That nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 


That truſty Roger may your daughter have 
With frank conſent; and while he does remain 
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Glaud's s daughter, Y Janet, (Jenny, think nae ſhame,) 


Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpak and won, 
And hopes to be our honeſt uncle's fon ; 
Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 


Sir Will. My ſon's demand is faw—Glaud, ket me crave 


Upon theſe fields, I make him chamberlain. | 

Glaud. =_ croud your bounties, Sir; what can we 
n 

Bat that we're dyvours that ean ne'er repay ? 

Whate'er your Honour will's, I ſhall obey. 

Roger, my daughter with my bleſſing take, 

And ſtill our maſter's right your buſineſs make: 

Pleaſe him, be faithful, and this auld gray head 


Shall nod with quietneſs down among the dead. 


Roger. I ne'er was good av ſpeaking a' my "Sy 
Or ever loo'd to make o'er great a fraiſe ; 


But for my maſter, father, and my wiſe, 
Iwill employ the cares of all my life. 


Sir Will. My friends, I'm fatisfy'd you'll all * 
Each in his ſtation, as I'd wiſh or crave. | 


Be ever virtuous, foon or late ye'll find 
| Reward and ſatisfaction to your mind. 


'The maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild ; 


And oft, when hopes are higheſt, we're beguipd. 


Aft when we ſtand on brinks of dark deſpair, 

Some happy turn with joy diſpels our care. 

Now all's at rights, who ſings beſt, let me hear. 
Peggy. When you demand, | readieſt ſhould obey: 


PII fing you ane, the neweſt that I hae. 


SANG XXI. Tune, Corn-riggs = are bonny. 


My Patie is a lover gay; 
His mind is never muddy; 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay: 
His face is fair and ruddy : 
His ſhape i is handſome, middle fize ; ; 
He's comely in his wawking ; 
The ſhining of his cen ſurpriſe, 
*Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 


N 3. 
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| Laſt night | met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpak 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony, 
That gars me like to ſing ſinſy ne, 
O coru riggs are bonny. 


Let laſſes of a filly mind 85 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanti 
Since we for yielding were elend 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then I'Il comply and marry Pate, p 
And ſync my cockernony 
He's free to touzle, air or late. 
Where corn-riggs are bonny. 


21 W. 64 
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_ The zappy Lover s. refle ions. 


Tur laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
J left my love behind me 
Ye pow'rs! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me: 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 

The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wocing. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we * 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting 3. 

We kils'd and promis d time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain 

J pitied all beneath the ſkies 5 

Ex'n kings when ſhe was nigh me; 

In raptures IT beheld her eyes, 
Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar;. 
Where mortal ſteel may. wound me, 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore - 
Where dangers may ſurround me; 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To fealt on glowing kiſſes, — 
Shall make my cares at a diſtance move, 
In proſpe& of ſuch bliſſees. 


In all my ſbul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter; | 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry graces 


8 the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to . 


Their waves the Alps ſhall cover | 0 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, | ER : 
Before | ceaſe to love her, | 7 Iafi 
The next time I go ober the moor. 1 A 

She ſhall a lover find me: 5 , 8 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 1 

Tho? | left her behind me: 8 
Then Hy men's ſacred bonds hall chain 

My heart to her fair boſom, Þ 

There, while my being does remain, 

My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. . 

_ The Laſs. of Pasties Mi 
Taz Laſs of Patie's Mill, 


So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 

She ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare headed on the green, 

Love 'midſt her looks did: play, 
And wanton'd 1 in her een. 


Her arms white, a and favors 
Breaſts rifing | in their dawn 
To age it wou d give youth. 
| To preſs em with his band, 
7 hro all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I fuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kia. 


Without the help of art, 
| LC OP 
2 She did her iweets impart, | 
Wheue er ſhe. ſpoke. or ſinil'd.. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, * 
Free from affected pride, 
| She me to love beguibd : 
I with'd her for my bride. 
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O had I all the wealth 
Hopeton's high mountains “ fil}, 
Inſur'd lang life and health, 
And pleafure at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bony ſhe, 
The Laſs of Patie's Mill 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi? me. 


DEL14, To the Tune of Green-fleever, 


Yu watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 

And repreſent her lover | | | 
With all the gaiety of youth, OR Rn OM 
With honour, juſtice, love and truth ; | 
Till I return her paſſions ſfooth, 

For me in whiſpers move ber. 


Be careful, no baſe ſordid A 
With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue but to ſave, | 5 

With glaring old bewitch her. | ; . 
Tell her bor me 2 was deſign d, | 1 
For me who knows how to be kind, fi 85 8 
And have more plenty i in my mind 

Than one who's ten times richer. 


Let all the world turn upſide down, 
And fools run an eternal round, 
In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 17 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. Fa I. 
Let little minds great charms eſpy | [ 
In ſhadows which at diſtance lie, "3" i i 
Whoſe hop'd for pleaſure when come nigh, 
Prove nothing in nes. 


A . n as _ * — — 
th. A 4 
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* Bees 5 bigh mountaius, "tw mis ied 
veſt of 1 where the right honourable the al of 
$ mines of gold and lead are. 
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But caſt into a mold divine,. 

Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 

Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 

| Which yields a conſtant treaſure. 

Let poets in ſublimeſt lays 

Employ their {kill her fame to raiſe ; 

Let ſons of muſic wile whole days, . 
With well tun'd reeds to pleaſe here 


| The Yellow- Hair'd Laddie. : 


In April when primroſes * 1 — "TI 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwaio, 
The Yellow-Ha ir'd Laddie would oftentimes go 


To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn troœg grows = 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred then. - 


With freedom he ſung his loves, ev/ning and worn; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and 


a ſound, 
That ſilvans and fairies vaten dad around, 


The ſhepherd thus ſung ; The? young Maya. be fair 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a.ſcornful proud air; 
| But Suſie was handſome, and: fa ti cou'd ſings 
Her breath, like the breezes, perfum d in the ſprings. 


That Madia in all the guy bloom of ber youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good humour d, and free, 
And fair as the goddefs who ſprung from the ſons 


That mamma's fine —_— with all her great dow'ry. 


Was aukwardly. airy, and ſow'r: 
Then ſighing, he wiſh'd wou'd parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs, might: be. 
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NANNY=O0. 


WHILE ſome for lake pawn their health, 
Twixt Lais“ and the Bagnio, 


P11 ſave myſelf, and withont ſtealth 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny- O. 
She bids more fare to engage a ove, 
Then Leda did or Danae-O : 


Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fit hut Nanny-O. 


How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finety-O ; 
I gueſs what heav'n is by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely-O. 
Attend my vow, ye gods, while 1 
Breath in the bleſt Britannio, 
None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 
As long' s ye grant n me Nanny-O. 


Ce | 


My W bonny Nanny-O, 

My loving charming Nanny-O, 
I care not tho? the world do know 
How dcarly I love Nanny-O. 


' BONNY JEAN. 


Love's Goddels i in a my rele grove 

Said, Cupid, bend hy bow with ſpecd, 
Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, 

For Jenny's . heart muſt bleed. 


"1 * ry 1 4 
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The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 


From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew unerring to the heart, 
And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean, 


No more the nymph with haughty air, 


Refuſes Willie's kind addreſs ; 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 

But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs, 
No more the youth 1s ſullen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt every day he ſpies ſome new | ' 
_ Surpriſing charms in bonny Jean. e 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 


His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 


Now when his Jeanie is turn'd kind: 


| Riches he looks on with diſdain, 


The glorious fields of war look mean, 


The chearful hound and horn give pain, 


If abſent from his bonny N | 


The day he ſpends 1 in am'rous gaze, 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems : 
When ſunk in down with glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams. _ 
All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's fair prize, the Spartan queen: 
With breaking day he lifts his ſight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. 


; The Kind Reception. To the Tune of Auld lang One. 


Set auld acquaintante be forgot, 


Though they return with ſcars ? 
Theſe are the nobleſt hero's lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious wars : 
Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 

Thy arms about me twine, 


And make me once again as bleſt, 1 | Io 


As I was lang — 


k. 
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Methinks around us on each bough, 

A thouſand Cupids play, | 
Whilſt thro? the groves + walk with you, 

Each object makes me gay. 
dince your return the ſun and moon 

With brighter beams do ſhine, 


Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did 1 ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate, 
Let that to their ſhare fall; | 

Who can eſteem ſuch flav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball ? | 

But ſunk 1n love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 

We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual _—_ 
As we did lang ſyne. 


Oer moor and dale with your gay friend | 
You may purſue the chace; 

And after a blyth bottle end 
All cares in my embrace; 

And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 


We'll make the hours run ſmooth ay, 


And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero pleas'd wih the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of gen'rous love, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above: 

Next day with glad conſent and haſte 
Th' approach'd the ſacred ſhrine, 

Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out of pine, 


The Penitent, To the Tune of, 7 be 2 of Living. on. 


Pup with her lighting Jamie? s love, 
Bell dropt a tear,-—Bell dropt a tears 
The gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas'd to hear, — Well pleas'd to hear. 
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They heard the praiſes of the youth 


From her own tongue,-—From her own tongue, 


Who now converted was to truth, 


And thus ſhe ſung, — And thus ſhe ſung. 


Bleſt days when our ingen'ous ſex, 


More frank and kind, - More frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers ve, 

But ſpoke their mind, But ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now ſhe promis'd 8 

Wou'd he return - Wou'd he return, 
She ne'er again wou'd give him care, 

Or cauſe to morn, — Or cauſe to mourn. 


Why lov'd I the deſerving ſwain, | 
Yet {till thought ſhame,— Yet {till thought ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 
To own my flame, — To own my flame? 
Why took I pleaſure to torment, 
And ſeem'd too coy, and feem'd too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas lament 


My {lighted Anas lighted Yo 5 


ve fair, while beauty” s in its ſpring, : 


Own your defire,---Own your deſire, 


While love's young power with his foft wing 


Fans up the fir&---Fans up the fire, 
O do not with a filly pride, 
Or low delign,---Or low deſign, 


| Refuſe to be a happy bride, 


But anſwer Fe anſwer 8 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime; 
With flowing eyes, -With flowing eyes; ; 


Glad Jamie heard her all tlie time, 


With ſweet ſurpriſe With ſweet ſurpriſe, 


Some god had led him to the grove, 


His mind unchang'd,---His mind unchang'd, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, my love, 
I am reveng'd,---I am reveng a! 
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LOV E', CURE, To the ng of, Peggy I muſt love 
1 a te. . 3 


Ea. 


As from a rock paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpy ing | 
His native home, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying; 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe, 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion, 


So when by her whom I long lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was and deſerted, ; 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted : 15 
Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 
found in Peggy's mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear d then baſe, 
By virtue more engaging. 


Then now ſince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delay ing, T 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying ; 
Tl haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe, 
Why ſhou'd we happy minutes loſe, 
Since Peggy I muſt love thee? | 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe. 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 

duch was my caſe for many a year, 

dtill hope ſucce:ding to, my fear, 

Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far — them. 

| ge 


"x06 © SCOTS SONGS. 


5 


Hxxcr every thing that can 
Diſturb the quiet of man; 
Be blyth, my ſoul, 
In a full bowl 
Drown the care, 
And repair 
The vital ſtream : 
Since life's a dream, 
Let wine abound, 
And healths go round, 
We'll ſleep more ſound ; 
And let the dull unthinking mob purſue 
Each endleſs wiſh, and ſtill their care renew. 


BESSY BELL and MARY GRAY. 


O Befly Bell and Mary Gray, 

They are twa bonny laſſes, | 

They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 
And theek'd it o'er wi? raſhes, 

Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky ecn, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap, 
She ſmiles like a May morning, | 
When Phoebus ſtarts frae Thetis? lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waſte and feet's fow genty, 
With ilka grace ſhe can command, 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty» 
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And Mary's locks are like the craw, 
Her eyes like diamonds glances; 
She's ay fac clean red-up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances: 
Blyth as a kid, with. wit at will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 
And guides her airs fac gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove : ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco? fair oppreſs us, 
Our fancies jee between you twae, 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes: 
Wae's me for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented ; 
Then I'11 draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


The young Laird, and Edinburgh Katy. 


Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 
Coming down the ſtreet, my Jo, 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 
Fou? bonny, braw and ſweet, my Jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill: 5 
Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 
Let's tak a wauk up to the hill. 


0 Katy, wiltu gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while ? 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frac the tree, 
And a' the ſummer's gawn to ſmile ; 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
BY The bleeling lambs and whiſtling hynd, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, 
Will nourilh health, and glad ye'r mind. 
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Soon as the clear goodman of day 

Does bend his morning draught of dew, 
Well gae to ſome burn-ſide and play, 
And gather flow'rs to buſk ye'r brow. 
We'll pou the daizies on the green, 

The lucken gowans frae the bog ; 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport _ the velvet fog. 


There? s up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my. father's tower, 
A canny, ſaft and flow'ry den, 


Which circling birks bas form'd a hs o 


Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the culer ſhade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine arms, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


Katy Anſwer. 


My Mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
| Tho' ſhe did the ſame before me, 
I canna get leave 


To look to my love, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Rigbt fain wa I take yer offer, 
| Sweet Sir, but VII tine my tocher, 
Then Sandy, yell fret, 


And wyt ye'r poor Kate, 
When-e er ye keek 1 in your toom coller, 


For tho? my father has plenty 
Of ſiller and pleniſhing dainty, 
| Vet he's unco' ſweer 
To twin wi' his gear; 


And ſac we had need to be teuty. 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, - 

Be wylie in ilka motion; ; 

Brag well o' ye'r land, 
re's my leal hand, 


Win them, PH be a your devotion. 


r 
12 Py 
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My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 31 
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Spoken to Mrs N. 


A Poem wrote without a thought, 

By notes may to a ſong be brought, 

Tho? wit be ſcarce, low the deſign. 

And numbers lame in ev'ry line: 

But when fair Chriſty this ſhall ſing 

In concert with the trembling ſtring, 

O then the poet's often prais'd, _ i. 
For charms ſo ſweet a voice hath rais' d. 
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MARY SCOTT. 


* 


Happr's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting tp diſcover 
The torments of a hopeltſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heav'n relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there ſee mark'd for my marrow, 
Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare, 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. p 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile ; 

Alas ! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, ll not deſpair, 


Then 1'll go tell her all mine anguiſhy 
She is too good to let me languiſ; 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy © 
The folks who dwell above the ſky.z; 
When Mary Scott's become my A. 
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O'er BOGIE. 


I will awa' wi” my love, 

I will awa? wi' her, 

Tho? a? my kin had ſworn and ſaid, 
I'll o'er Bogie wr her, 


; If { can get but her conſent, 


I dinna care a ſtrae, 
Tho” ilka ane be diſcdntent, 
Awa' wi' her I'Il gae. 

1 will awa? 0 &c. 


For now ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart 
And wordy of my hand, 

And well I wat we {hanna part, 
For liller or for land. 


Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 


How bleſt ll be when ſhe's my wife, 


And beaus admire fine lace, 
But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny face. 
1 will awa', &c. | 


There a' the beauties do combine, 

Of colour, treats, and air, 

T he ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare : 

Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a? her other charms, 


And lockt up in my arms. 
I Will awa', Kc. 


There blythly will I rant ad ng, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 


I'll cry, Your humble ſervant, king, 


Shamefa? them that wa'd . 


A kiſs of Betty and a ſmile, 


Abeet ye wa'd lay down 


The right ye ha'e to Britain's iſle, 


And offer me your crown. 
I will away &. 
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Ober the Moor to MA GGY. 


Axp I'll o'er the moor to Maggy, 
Fler wit and ſweetneſs call me, 
Then to my fair Il ſhow my mind, 

Whatever may befal me: 1 
If ſhe love mirth, I'll learn to ſing; 

Or likes the nine to follow, 

Il lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, 

And invocate Apollo, 


If ſhe admire a martial mind, 

I'll ſheath my limbs in armour ; 

If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 

With gayeſt airs I'll charm her; 

If ſhe love grandeur, day and night, 
I'll plot my nation's glory, 

Find favour in my prince's bebe, 
And ſhine in future ſtory, 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding, _ 
And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance aboundings 
My bonny Maggy's love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 
If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn 
Which in my boſom bleezes, 


1 'n never leave thee. 


WP \ 


Jonny. 


Tno' for ſeven years and mair honour ſhould reavs me, 


To fields where cannons rair, thou needna gritve thee 
For deep in my ſpirit thy ſweets are indented, _ 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, | 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 
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| Nelly. 

O Jonny, I'm jealous, when- e' er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye'Il turn a looſe rover; 
And nought i' the warid wad vex my heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer, 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 

A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jonny 

My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye, 
For while my blood's warm I'II kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming ſaft beauries firſt beeted love's fire, 
Your virtue and wit make it flame ay the higher : 
Leave thee, leave thee, 1'11 never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 


| N elly. 
Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 


To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me trow ye; 


And gin ye prove fa'ſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Ye'll win but ſma? honour to wrang a kind maiden. 
 Reave me, reave me, heav'ns ! it wad reave me 


Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


7 5 | ES | . 
Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the 2 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy; 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time believe I'll betray ye; 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee; 


The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhin &'er I deceive thee. 


. POLIWART en the Green. 


Ar Polwart on the green 

f you'll meet me the morn, 

Where laſſes do conveen 

To dance about the thorn ; 

A kindly welcome ye ſhall mect 
Frae her wha likes to view 

A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you. 
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Let dorty dames ſay na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleeze, 
But | will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee; 
Be ever to the captive kind 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 

With ſangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 

At night if beds be o'er thrang laid. 

And thou be twin'd of thine, 

Thou ſhall be welcome, my dear lad, 

To take a part of mine, 


JOHN HAY's Bonny Laffie. 


Br ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, O hey! maun | ſtill live pining 
Myſell thus away, and darena difcover 
To my bonny Hay, that I am her lover, 

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtranger, 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer; 
Then !'l1 take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her. 

She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good-morrow. 
The ſward of the mead enamel'd with daiſies, | 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 


But if ſhe appear where verdures iuvite her; 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter : 
"Tis heav'n to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a-glowing. 
The mair that gaze, the deeper Pm- wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded ; 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs yes 
For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 
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Genty Tibby and Sonſy Nelly. To the Tune of, Tith 
Fowler in the Glen, 


Tiszy has a ſtore of charms, 


Her genty ſhape our fancy warms, B 
How ſtarkly can her ſma? white arms, | If 
Fetter the lad wha looks but at her; : A 


Frae ancle to her ſlender waiſt, 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her, 


Her roſie cheek and riſing breaſt, - 
Gar ane's mouth guſh bowt fou 0? water. 
Nelly's gawſy, ſaft and gay 
Freſh as the lucken flowers in May, O 
IIk ane that ſees her, cries, Ah, hey * > 


She's bonny, O 1 wonder at her! 

The dimples of her chin and check, 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her, 
Her lips ſae ſweet, and fkin ſae fleek D 

Gar mony mouths belide mine water. | 


| Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, 


5 My wyſon with the maiden ſhore, | | of | 
Gin I can tell whilk 1 am for, ; | Ba 
| When theſe twa ſtars appear the gither. | | | A 


O love! why doſt thou Lib e thy fires 
Sae large? while we're oblig'd to nither 
Our ſpacious ſauls immenſe deſires, H 
And ay be in a hankerin ſwither. 


T ibby ſhape and airs are fine, 
And Nelly's beauties are divine; gh Go 


But ſince they canna baith be mine, | "01 
Ye gods, give car to my petition, | Ar 

Provide a good lad for the tane, | 
But let it be with this proviſion, x 


I get the other to my lane, 1 
In proſpect plano and ruation, 
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ö | | | Up in 29 Air. 


Now the ſun's gane out o dt 

Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 

In glens the fairies Kip and dance, 

And witches wallop o'er to France, 
Up in the air 

: On my bonny grey mare. 

And I ſee her yet, and 1 fee her yet, 

Up 1 ing &c. | 


The wind's drifting hail and fag? 
Over frozen hags like a foot ba', 
Nae ſtaras keek throw the azure llit, 
is cauld and mirk as ony 1 
The man i' the moon 
Is carowſing aboon, 
D'ye le d'ye ſee, d'ye ſee him yet. 
he an, &c. 


Take your ol aſs to clear your een, 
'Tis the elixir hales the ſpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fre, 
Up in the air, 
It drives away care, 
Habe wi ye, ha'e wi? ye, and ha'e wi ye, lads, yet, 
Up in, &c. 


Steck the doors, keep out the froſt, 
Come, Willy, gi'es about ye'r toſt, 
Til't lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bowt, 
Up wit there, there, 
| Dinna cheat, but drink fair, 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet, 


| Up wi't, &c. | 
Vol. II. EE 
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To Mrs A. C. 4 Song. To 155 Tune of, All; in OO 
Downs. 


Wurn beauty blazes burly bright, . 
The muſe can no more ceaſe to ling, 
Than can the lark, with riſing light, 
Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 
The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount high: 
The dawning beauties ſmile, and poets fly. 


Young Annie's ; budding graces claim 
Th' inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays; $ 

And kindle in the breaſt a flame, 

Which muſt be vented in her praiſe, 

Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 

Eier one ſo like an angel trade the green! 


'Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts; 25 
When ſhe appears, take the alam vet 
Love on her beauty points his darts, pl 


| And wings an arrow from each charm. 
Around her eyes and ſmiles the graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy neck and breaſts reſort. 


But vain muſt every caution prove. 
When ſuch enchanting ſweetneſs ſhines, 
＋ he wounded ſwain muſt yield to love, The 
And wonder, tho' he hopeleſs pines. Fe - 


Such flames the foppiſh butterfly thou'd ſhun; 8 * 
Ihe cagle's only fit to view the ſun, | A 
She's as the opening lily "OX | | Whe 

Her lovely features are complete; 4 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare . 
With angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. 85 

Theſe virtues which divinely deck her mind, ; 
Exalt each beauty of the inferior kind, Fair 
Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, mw 

Or ſparkle in the airy town, = 0 


O! happy he her favour gains, 
Unhappy ! if ſhe on him frown. 
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e muſe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 


„cu ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her name. 


To Mrs E. C. A Song. To the Tune of, Tweed-fide. 


Now Phœbus advances on high; 
No footſteps of winter are ſcen; 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 
And lambkins dance reels on the green. 


Thro? groves, and by rivulets clear, 
We wander for pleaſure and health, 

Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpeQs of joy and of health, 


View every gay ſcene all around, 
That are and that promiſe to be ; 

Yet in them all nothing is tound 
So perfect, Eliſa, as thee. 


Thine eyes the clear fountains excel: 
Thy locks they out- rival the grove ; 

When Zephyrs theſe pleaſingly fell, 2 
Each wave. makes a captive to love. 


The roſcs and lilies combin'd, 
And flowers of moſt delicate hue, | 
By thy cheek and thy breaſts are out-ſhin'd 
Their tinctures are nothing ſo true. 


What can we compare with thy voice, 
And what with thy humours ſo ſweet ? 
No muſic can bleſs with ſuch joys ; 

Sure angels are juſt ſo complete. 


Fair bloſſom of ev'ry delight, 
Whoſe beauties ten thonſands out-ſhine, 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſtingly bright, 
Being mixt with fa N divine. 
e FEE 
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Ye powers, who have given ſuch charms Fo 

To Eliſa, your image belo p. W 

O! ſave her from all human harms, Th, 

And make her hours happily flow. An 

Th 

20 Carta ; ; 4 Song, To the Tune ** 1 wild my Love M 

Vuoere in a Mire, ' 

Th 

Th 

« Snx ſung,—the youth attention gave, Th 

And charms on charms eſpies, To 

Then all in raptures falls a ſlave, By 

Both to her voice and eyes.” | An 

So ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern Maid, An 
Like thine, ſeraphic were her charms,. | 

That in Circaſſia's vineyard ſtray'd, | - 

And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. Sm 

A thouſand fair of high deſert, 3 

Strave to enchant the amorous king; 18 

But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, An 

And taught the royal hand to ſing. pn 

Caliſta thus our ſang inſpires, An 


And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays; 
But while each charm our boſom fires, 
Words ſeem too few to ſound ber praiſe. 


Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human ſxill ; 


Her majeſty, mixt with the fects. | Gu 
Let ſeraphs ſing her if they will: | : 
Whilſt wond' ring, with a raviſh'd eye; Th 
We all that's perfect in her view, _ 
Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, | EE I” 
To whom an aderation's due. . 

3 | Bu 

4 SONG, To the Tune of, Lochaber no more. FE 

4 

_ FAREWELL to Lochaber and farewell my Jean, Gu 


Where hartſome with thee I've mony a day been; 7 
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For Lochaber no more, L6chaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a? for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on wear, 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes arife, and rife every wind, 
They'll-ne%er make a tempeſt like that in my mind: 
Tho? loudeſt of thunder on louder waves rore 
That's naithing like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain'd ; 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before | can crave. 


Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe ; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be. 

I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hawe, 
PI bring a heart to thee with love running o'er ; 
And then III leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


Laſs with a Lump of Land. * 


Gie me a Jaſs with a lump of land, 
And we for life ſhall gang the gither; 

Tho? daft or wiſe I'll never demand, 
Or black or fair it mackſna whether. 

I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 
And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling; 

But ſhe that's rich; her market's made, 

For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gre me a laſs with a lump of land, 

And in my boſom Þ'11 hug. my treaſure ; 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, . 
Shou d. love turn dowf, will find pleaſure, 
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Laugh on wha: likes, but there's my hand, 95 
I hate with poortith, tho” bonny, to meddle ? 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a Jump of land, 

They'fe never get me to dance to their fiddle. 


There's wal good love in bands and bags, 
Aud filler and gowd's a ſweet complection; 
But beauty, and wit, and virtue, in rags, 
Have. tint, the art of gaining affection. 
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 
And caſtles, and riggs, and a and d meadous;. 
And naithing can. catch our modern ff 1 
But well tocher'd . or jointer d -widows, 


Virtue and. Wit the Preſervatives of Love and Beauty, 
'To the Tune of, Gulikranky. 


To Mrs K. H. 


Cor Ess uri fair bluſhing. maid ; ;- 
For ſince thine.exgs confenting, 
Thy. ſafter thoughts are a' betray?d,., 
And nay ſays no. worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe, thy mind,. 
With words thy wiflr deny ing? 
Since nature made thee to be kind, 
Reaſon allows compl Ving, | 


Nature and reaſon's joint conſent 
Make love, a ſacrec a eſſiog 5 

Then happily that time 1s ſpent; . 
That's war'd on kind careſſing. 

Come then, my Kate, to my arms, 

Ill be na marr a\Fevery 

But find out heav'n in a? thy charms . 

And prove a faithful lover. 


Sur. What you deſign by nature's s law,. 
Is fleeting-inclination ; 
That Willy-Wiſp bewilds us-a?” 


- By its infatuation. 


r 
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When that gaes. out, careſſes tire, 
And love's na main in ſeaſon; 
Syne weakly we blaw vp the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon. 


Hr. The beauties of inferior caſt 
May tart. this juſt reflection; 
But charms like thine maun always laſt, | 
Where wit has the protection. 
Virtue and wit like Aprd rays, 
Make beauty riſe the ſweeter ;: 5: 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My love will grow compleatere. 


S G 8. 
7e the Tune of, Pll gar ye be fain to follow me. 


Aviev for a while, my native green plains, 

My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains; 
Dear Nelly, frac theſe I'd ſlart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages while abſent frae thee... 


Sun. Then tell me the reaſon thou do'ſt not obey. 
Lhe pleading of love, but: thus hurries away: 
Alake! thou deceiver, ofcr plainly. I ſee, 

A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


Hr. The reaſon unhappy is owing to fate, 

That gave me a being without an eſtates. 
Which lays-a neceſſity now. upon me, 

To purchaſe a-fortunc. for plenlure.ts thees. 


Sur. Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 

Then, Johny, be counſell'd nas langer to ſtray ; | 

For while thou proves conſtant» in kindneſs to me, 
Eontented 1'Il ay find a treaſure in thees. 


He. Ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon Ill betray _ 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 

To fondneſs, which may. prove a * to 2 

A pain to us baith, — 
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| Bear wines; ye ſtreams, and witneſs, ye flowers; 1 
Bear witneſs, ye watchfill inviſible pow'rs, 
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If ever:my heart be unfaithful to thee, 


May nothing propitious cer ſmile upon me. 


8 O N 6. 
To the Tune ef, wel a to Kelſo to go. 


| An I'll awa to bonny Tweed-ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 


And he fall be mine 
Gif ſae he incline ;_ 


For I hate.to lead apes below. 


While young and Wir 
Tu wake it my care, 
To ſecure myſell in a jo; 

I'm no ſic a fool, 

Te let my blood acts | 


And ſyne gae lead apes below. 


Few words, bonny lad, 
With eithly perſuade; 


| Tho' bluſhing, I daftly fay no; 


Gae on with your ſtrain; | 
And doubt not to gain, 


For I hate to lead apes below. | 


| Unty'd to a manz 
Do whate'er we can, 


We never can thrive or-dow : : 


Then | will do well, 
Do better wha willz 


And let them lead 1 delow . a 


Our time is precious, 
And Gods are gracious, 
That beauties upon us beſtow ; 
Tis not to be thought 
We got them for nought, f 
or to be ſet up tor a how” 
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Tis carry'd by votes, 
Come kilt up yaur coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 
| Where the that's bonny 
May eatch a Johny, 
And never lead apes below, 


Tbe WIDOW. 


Txx widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew, 
And mony braw things the widow can do; 

Then have at the widow, my laddie. 

With courage attack her bairh early and late 

To kiſs her and clap her ye-mauna be blate : 
Speak well, and do better; for that's the beſt gate 

To win a young widow, my laddie. 


The widow ſhe's youthfu, and. never ae hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 
Of every thing lovely ; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich jointure, my laddie. TY 
What cou'd ye wiſh better, your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 
With naithing but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport with the widow, wy laddic, 
Then till her, and kill her with courteſy dead, 
Tho! itark love and kindnefs be all ye can plead; 
Be heartſome and airy, and hope ta ſucceed 
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. [: 
Strike iron while tis het, if ye'd have it to wald. 1 
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 18 
But ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and caulds, _ / 
 Unfit for the widow, my laddie. 


* 


Tbe Srrr-DauchrEn's Relief. 
To the Tune of, The Kird wad let me be. 
1 was anes a well-tocher'd laſs, 
My mither left dollars to me; 


But now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 
My ſtep-dame has gart them flee. | 


4 
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My father he's aften frae hame, - 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear; 
She neither has lawtith nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer... 
She's barmy fac'd, thriftlefs, and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine; © * 
While hungry, haff naked, and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy what's mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 
My poortith to plenty wad change, 
If ſhe were hung up on a tree. ; 
Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had loo'd 
This bonny laſs tenderly,  —- 
I'll take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me. 
- *Tis only yourſell that I want; 
| _ Your kindneſs is better to me, 
Than a? that your ſtep-mother, ſcant 
Of grace, now has taken frac thee. 
I'm but a young farmer, tis true, 
And ye are the ſprout of a laird; 
But I have milk-cattle enow, W 
And rowth of good rucks in my yard, 
Ye ſhall have naething to faſh ye; 
Sax ſervants ſhall jouk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laffie, 
And gae thy ways hame with me. 
The maiden her reaſon employ'd, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented;— while Ringan o'erjoy?d, 
Receiv'd her with mony a kiſs. 
And now ſhe-fits blythly fingan, 
And joking her drunken ſtep-dame, - 
HDeligbted with her dear Ringan, 
That makes her goodwife at hame. 


BONNY CHIRSTY. . 


How ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green; 

| Sweet taſte the peach and cherry? 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 

And claret makes us merry: 
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But fineft colours, fruits and flowers, 
And wine, tho? I be thirſty, | 
Loſe a? their charms, and weaker powers, 
Compar'd with thoſe of Chirſty, 
When wand”ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting: 
How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in concert chanting ! 
But of my Chirſty tunes her voice, 
Pm rapt in admiration ; 
My thoughts with extaſies rejoice | 
And drap the hale creation. 


Wh hene'cr ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 

I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman. 

But dubious of my own defert, 

My ſentiments 1 ſmother, 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 

For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a a burn, 
His Chirſtie did o'er hear him: 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But eꝰer he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her: 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. ? 
My Chirſty ! —witneſs bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frac tears ariſing 
I wiſh this may na be a dream 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 
Time was too precious now for tauk, 
This point of a? his wiſhes 5 
He wad na with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But wair'd it a? on kiſſes, 


| The Bonny Scor, To the Tune of, The Boatman. 


Ye gales, that gently wave the ſea, 
22 the canny Boat -- man, 
Bear me frac hence, or bring to me 
| My brave, my bonny Scot——man- 


In haly bands . | De 
We join'd our hands, oY 0 

Yet may not this diſcover, . 
While parents rate ; R 

A large eſtate, | 
Before a faithful lover. . 0 


But I Joor chuſe in Highland glens 

| To herd the kid and goat —man ; 

F'er I cou'd for fic little ends | A 
Refuſe my bonny Scot —man, | 


Wae worth the man 3 
Wha firſt began | | R 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion | 
Frae greedy views, 0 


Love's art to uſe, 


While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 


Frae reign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Vha pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawfe- thee, 
Love gies the word, 
Then haſt on board; 
Fair winds and tenty Boots, 
Waft oler, waſt o'er. 
Frae yonder ſhore, | 
My blyth, my bonny Scot—man. 


Love inviting REASON, A Song. 
Ta the Tune of, I am n aſleep, de not waken me. 


Wuen innocent paſtime our i pleaſ ure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 
Ho lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe ! : 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu Annie, 
Leet ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a Jee ; : 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, 
And favour BY * wha doats upon thee. 


Fe 
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Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen? 


Can tyniag of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears fra theſe een, 
| That look with indifference on poor dying me:? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu* and canny, 


And think on thy Jamie, wha doats * thee. 


Ah! ſhou'd a new gowan, or a Hande len head, 
| Or yet a wee coatic, tho? never fac fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetfu?, and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 

And dinna prefer ye'er fleegeries to me ; 
O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee, 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sanny, 
Tho“ gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 

By adorning himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at theſe beniſons promiſed to me : 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 

And never prefer a light dancer to me. 

O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee. 


0! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That flade away faftly between thee and me, 
Ere ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had power, 
To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee, 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautify? Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a? certer'd in me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, 
And love hum, wha's langing t. to center in thee. 


The SOGER LADDIE. 


My foger laddie is over the ſea, | 
And he will bring gold and money to me; | 
And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady: : 


My bleſſing gang | with my ſoger laddic, 
Vol. II. | W 
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My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave: 
True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms * 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms, 
Fyne frac all my care ye'll preſently free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gre me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, : 

As quickly they muſt if he get his due; 

For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie. 


Tbe Bob of Dunblane. 


Lass IE, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 

And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 

If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye're trunkies, 
| Buſk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame : 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 

| Be better then dancing the Bob of Dunblane. 


Be frank, my laſſie, leſt 1 grow fickle, | 
And take my word and offer again; 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle 
| Ye did na accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 
The dinner, the piper, and prieſt, ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowie with lying my lane ; 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane. 


Throw the Wood Laddie. 


O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the kun, | 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


I would love thee, I would love thee 
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'Fho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lavrocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 
4 | MSI; Ty 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell; 
| Pm faſh'd wi? their ſcorning, | 
Baith ev'ning and morning: 
| Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell: 
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
2 HFaſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour till that happy day, | 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, and play. 


45 thou were my ain thing. 


An thou were my ain thing 
An thou were my ain thing, N 
How dearly would I love thee. 


Like bees that ſuck the morning dew 
Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hue, 
Sad wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
An thou were, &c. 


Bae lang's I had the uſe of light, 

I'd on thy beauties teaſt my ſight, 
Syne in ſaft whiſpers through the night 
I'd tell how much I loo'd thee. 

| An thou were, &c. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean: 
She moves a goddeſs o'er the green: 
Were I a king, thou ſhou'd be queen, 
Nane but myſelf aboon thee. 

An thou were, &c. . 
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I'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 


Wbilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 


Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
An thou were, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 


In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 


Since love admits of no delay. 
O let na fcorn undo thee, 
An thou were, &c. 


While love does at his altar fland,- 


Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand 
And with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 


The will of him wha loves thee. 
An thou were, & c. 


There's my Thumb Pl ner beguile thee, 


| My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 
T? accept a heart which he deſigns thee, 
And as your conſtant flave regard it, 


Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it; 


*Tis proof a ſhot to birth or money, 


But yields to what is ſweet or bonny : 
Receive it then with a kiſs and fmily, 
There's my thumb it will ne er beguile ye, 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are! 
Thy boſom white and legs ſac fine are, 
That when in pools I ſee thee clean em, 
They carry away my heart between 'em. 


I wiſh, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 


O gin I kad thee on a mountain; 
Tho? kith and kin, and a' ſhould revile thee, 
There my thumb I'll ne'er beguile the. 


Alane, through flow'ry hows I dander, 


Tenting wy flocks, leſt they ſhould wander ; 
Gin thow'll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylic, 
And gre my thumb Dl] ne'er beguile the. 


0 
To 
Tt 
O 
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O my dear laſſie, it is but daſfin 

To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin: 
That na, na, na, I hate 1 it moſt vilely; 
O fay, yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


Te Highland Laddie. 


Tu Lawland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ! 
Iow much unlike that gracefu' mien, 
And manly looks of my Highland Laddic ? 


O my bonny, bonny Highland Laddie : : 

My handſome charming Highland Laddie: 

May heaven {till guard, and love reward | 
One: Lawland Laſs and her 8 ws 


If 1 were 8 at will to chuſs 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew and belted — 
O my bonny, &c. 


The wel beau in borrows town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar d to him, he's but a clown; ; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, & c. 


O'er benty hill with him PII run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and dady; 
Frae winter's cauld and ſummer's ſun 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland _ | 
"+ wy bonny, &c. 5 ; 


A painted room and ſilken bed, 5 
May pleaſe a Lawland laird and lady; j 
But I can kiſs and be as glad 7 
Behind a buſh in's Highland plaidy. 
Oo my bonny, &e. 


Tux Coalier has a daughter, 
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Few compliments between us paſs,, 
WE bim my dear Highland Laddie; 
And he ca's me his Lawland laſs; 

Syne rows me in his Highland Plaidy. 
dnn e &c. 


Nas greater joy Ill eber pretend, | 

Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 

Like mine to him : which ne'er ſhall end, | 
While Heay'n preſerves my Highland Laddie 


0 * bonny, Kc. | 


Tbe Coalier”s bonny Laſſie. 
3 
And O. ſhe's wonder bonny ;- 


A Jaird he was that ſought her 


Rich baith in lands and money. 


The tutors wetch'd the motion 


Of this young honeſt lover: 
But love is like the ocean; gr 
Wha can its depths diſcover ?. 7 


He had the art to: pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected; 


| His airs fat round him caſy;. 


Genteel, but unaffected.. 
The coalier's bonny lathe 
Fair as the new blown lily, 


Ay {weet and never ſaucy, Ew N 
Secur d the heart of, Willy. | 


He lov'd beyond.expreſſion | 
The charms that were about. herz. 
And panted for poſſeſſion; 
His life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolving, 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 


In ſafteſt flaines. diſſolving, 


He tenderly thus tell'd her: 
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My bonny coalier's daughter, 

Let naithing diſcompoſe ye, 
Tis not your fcanty tocher 

Shall ever make me lole ye: 
For I have gear in plenty, 
And love fays, tis my duty | 
To ware what heav'n has lent me 
Upon your wit aud beauty. 


_ Cori and Gard * To the Thus of, Woes my | 


Heart tbat we ſhou'd Auer 


Wirn heels words and don eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his. paſſion tender, 
And parting with his Griſy, cries, 
Ah! wces my heart that we thould ſunder. 


| To others 1 am cold as ſnow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder * 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go, 

It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Chain'd to thy charms I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 

Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 

My VOWS, - he“ we're oblig'd to ſunder. 


The image of thy graceful air, 
And beaut ies which invite our wonder, 
Thy lively wit and prudence rare 
"Shall {till be preſent. tho? we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe the ſwain in. this, 
VFVou'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 


Always to love nie tho” we ſunder. 


1 care of my dear laſs, | 
Th as 1 leave her I may find her, 
When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 


We ll meet again and never ſunder. 


„ „„ -- SCOTS ene 


1 \ 


The Mill, Mil 0. 


BENEATH a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 

Was ſleeping. ſound and ſtill — O, 

A lowing wi' love wy fancy did rove, 

Around her with good will=-O ; 

Her boſom I preſs'd, but ſunk in her reſt, 

' She ſtirdna my Joy to ſpill O: 

While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiiſs'd her my fill O. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 

I employ my courage and ſkill O; 

Frae'er quietly I ſtaw, hois'd fails and awa, 
For wind blew fair on the hill O. 

Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraiing fame 
Tald me with a voice right ſhill--. O, 

My laſs like a fool had mounted the ſ l, 
Nor ken'd wha'd done her the ill O. 


Mair fond of her charms, with her ſon in her arm, 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell O. 

Wy the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, let me die, 
Syweet Sir, gin I can tell O. 

Love e the command, I took her by the hand, 
And bad her a' fears expell— O, | 
| And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed my ſell- O. 


My bonny ſweet laſs on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling hill .O, 
If 1 did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's Mill O ; 
O the mill, mill-- O, and the kill, kill — O, 
And the cogging of the wbeel— O; | 
The ſack and the five, a“ thae ye maun leave, 
And nd with a 0 recl— O. 
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* Viz. of repentance. 
* Where they \ winnow the chaff from the. corn. 
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Tbe COMPLAINT. 
To B. I. G. Tune of, When abſent, &c. 


Wren abſent from the nymph I love, 
I'd fain ſhake off the chains I wear; 

But whilſt I ſtrive theſe to remove, 
More fetters I'm obliged to bear. 

My captiv'd fancy day and night 

Pairer and fairer repreſents 

Belinda form'd for dear delight, 

But cruel cauſe of my complaints. 


All any I wander through the groves, 
And ſighing hear from every tree 


The happy birds chirping their loves, 
Happy, compar'd- with lonely me. 
When gentle ſleep with balmy wings 
To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 
A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 
That keep me watching all the night. 


Sleep flies, while like the goddeſs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 
With melting ſmiles and killing air 
Appears the cauſe of all my pain, FE 
And while my mind delighted flies b 
Oeesr all — ſweets with thirling joy 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 


Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her 
I'm all o'er tranſport and deſire; 
My pulſe beats high, my check appears 
All rofes, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to myſelf I turn my view, 


My veins grow chill, my checks lock wans 


Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, 
I ſcarcely look or move a man. 


195 


96 THE CONCLUSION. 


Pal 
_ An 
To L. L. in mourning. = the Tune of, Where Bu 
20 lyes. | (A 
Al: 
A 
An why thoſe tears in u Nelly? eee An 
To hear thy tender ſighs and cries, : W 
The gods ſtand liſt'ning from the ſkies, I « 
Pleas'd with thy piety» EN Tl 
To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, By 
And of one dying take a care, Tos Sa 
Who views thee as an angel fair, T. 
Or ſome divinity, | A. 
| I 
0 be leſs graceful, or more kind, B. 
And cool this fever of my mind, 0 
Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind, U 

| Wounded I % for thee 3 
While bardly dare | hope to riſe A 
To ſuch a height, by yt ties, N 
g To lay me down where Helen lies, A 
| And with thy charms be free. 1 
8 
Then muſt 1 hide my love and die, : —＋ 
When ſuch a ſov'reign cure is by! 1 

No, ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 

Whate'er my fate may be. I 
Which ſoon I'll read in ber bright eyes; - 
With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe, 1 
They tell the truth, when tell lies, ; 
| The leaſt bdliev'd by me. ( 


The CONCLUSION. W 
After the Manner of Hoxace, ad librum fuum. || 
Dean ventꝰrous book, eben take thy will, 
And ſcowp around the warld thy fill: 


Wow! ye're newfangle to be ſeen, 
In gilded Turkey, clad and clean. 


THE CONCLUSION. 18 


Daft ciddy thing! to dare thy fate, 
And ſpang o'er dykes that ſcar the blate : 
But mind when anes ye're to the bent, 
(Although in vain) ye may repent. 
Alake, I'm fleed thou aften meet 
A gang that will thee fourly treat, N 5 
And ca? thee dull for a? thy pains, * 1 | i 
When damps diſtreſs their drouzie brains. - 
I dinna doubt, whilſt thou art new, 
Thou'lt favour find frac not a few; 
But when thou'rt ruffl'd and forfairn, 
Sair thumb'd by ilka coof or bairn ; 
Then, then by age ye may grow wiſe, 
And ken things common giꝰes na price. 
I'd fret, waes me! to ſee thee lye 
Beneath the bottom of a pye ; 
Or cow'd out page by page, to wrap 
Up ſnuff, or ſweeties in a ſhap. 
Aa, ſic fears, gae ſpread my fame, 
And fix me an immortal name ; 
Ages to come ſhall thee revive, 
And gar thee with honours live. 
The future critics I foreſee 
Shall have their notes on notes on thee 2 
The wits unborn ſhall beauty's find 
That never enter'd in my mind. 
Now when thou tells * I was bred 
But hough enough to a mean trade; 
To balance that, pray let them ken 
My ſaul to higher pitch cou'd ſten: 
And when ye ſhaw I'm ſcarce of gear, 
Gar a' my virtues ſhine mair clear, 
Tell, I the beſt and faireſt pleaſe, 
A little man that loo's my eaſe, 
And never thole theſe 4 Foe lang 
That rudely mint to do me wrang. 

Gin ony want to ken my age, 
See Anno Dom. f on title Page 3 : 
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- Hobs. enough.] Ts 1 | 
+ See Anno 927 The firſt edition of his Poems was 
. in 1720. 
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And firſt flow'd up the Caſtle-hill; 


mw: THE CONCLUSION. 


This year, when ſprings by care and fill 
The ſpacious + leaden conduits fill, 


When South-Sea projects ceaſe to thrive, 
And only North Sea ſeems alive, 
Tell them your author's thirty-five, 


1 The ſpacious, &c,] The new lead pipes for conveying 


water to Edinburgh, of 4 inches and a half diameter Th 
within, and 6--1oths of an inch in thickneſs ; all caſt ina 1 Ma 
mold invented by the ingenious Mr Harding of London. Jol 
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